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DEDICATED 

TO 

MARGARET RHONDDA 

My dear Margaret, 

You will probably reqirite this dedication with 
one of those charmingly grateful letters that you so 
well know how to write. Let me at once forestall you 
by saying that the g;r,atitude is entirely on my side, 
and that this book is Only a very smaU expression 
of it. 

Again and again, I have found that the sincerity 
and strength of your own work, both in Time and 
Tide and elsewhere, have set a standard for mine. I 
wish I could feel that I Iiad attained to it. 

Apart from the fSct of our friendship, that to me is 
so wholly delightful, you are the fitting person to 
receive the dedicat^n of thi$ book, for it has sprung 
out of many ctonversati^ns that we have held together. 

Please accept it, with my gratitude .and admiration. 

Elizabeth M. Delafield 
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Book One 

The Eaton Square Tradition 

CHAPTER I 

M uch was said in the days of Monica's ftarly youth about 
being good. Life — the section of it that was visible from 
the angle of Eatorf Square — 'nz^ full oi young girls who 
were all being good. Even a girl who was tiresome and 
"didn’t get on with her mother” was never anything but 
good, since opportunities for being anything else were practi- 
cally non-existent. 

One was safeguarded, 

One's religion, one's mother, one's maid. . . . But 
especially one’s mother. 

Monica’s mother was even more of a safeguard than most, 
for she was very particular. Monica was brought up at home 
— an only child — ^ancj Mjas not allowed to make friends with 
any of the other little girls at the dancing-class or at Mao- 
PJierson’s gymnasium unless her parents knew their parents, 
and all about them. 

"You may ask the littll Mario wes to tea on Saturday, 
darling, for a great treat,” said Mrs. Iifjgram from time to 
time. 

It was a pity, Monica felt, that it so often*had to be the 
little Marlowes. Frederica was domineering and conceited, 
and Cecily was shy and dull. Besides, both of them were 
older than she was, and Monica did not enjoy being the 
youngest. 

But as Mrs. Ingram see often said: "The little Marlowes 
will be very nice friends for you later on, when you tome 
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out. Their mother knows practically everyone in London, 
and you could be certain of meeting all the right people 
there.” 

Lady Marlowe, *the twice-widowed mother of Frederica 
and Cecily, was very rich. She had a hou^e in Belgrave Square, 
and entertained a great deal. Her first husband had been a 
German Jew, but he? second husband, the father of Frederica 
and Cecily, Jtad been English. So it was all right. 

Monica realized, as the grew up, how important it was 
that one should meet all the right people, since it was only 
amongst the right people that a young girl could find the 
man she might hope to marry. 

“My darling, never fall in love with a man who isn't quite, 

quite ” Mrs. Ingram had said, at intervals, from tlie time 

that Monica was fifteen. 

Besides this perfectly definite and direct piece of advice 
that she often pondered over very seriously, the whole tradi- 
tion of Monica’s world was daily and liourly soaking into 
her very being, so that ij became <in ineradicable part of her- 
self, never wholly to be eliminated again from her innermost 
consciousness. 

She could never, looking backwards, remember a time 
when she had not known that ^ woman’s failure or success 
in life depended entirely upon whether or not she succeeded 
in getting a husband. It was not, even, a 'question of marrying 
well, although mothers were pretty and attractive daughters 
natui'ally hoped for that. But any husband at all was better 
than none. If a girl was neither nrarried nor engaged by the 
end of her third season it was usually said, discreetly, amongst 
her mother’s acquaintances, that no one had asked her. 

Monica, sent for to the drawing-room to help her mother 
pour out tea, or sitting demurely on the edge of a chair in 
someone else’s d’’awing-rooin at an Afternoon, took in frag- 
ments of conversation. 

"I hear the poor Salthavens are sending that girl of theirs 
out to India to stay with her sister. If she doesn’t get engaged 
out there, she never will.” 
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"It’s always much easier abroad. . . . Besides, there's 
the long voyage out.” 

"Oh yes, a sea-voyage is always an opportunity. And I 
must say, if I were the girl's mother? I'd hurry on the 
wedding at once, evm if she has to get married out there. 
It's much too risky to let them wait, and, perhaps, the girl 
comes home to get her t^'ousseau and tMngs, and meanwhile 
be may find somebody else. ..." 

■ "Iquite agree. It's funny, that girl ijpverhaving’gotoflT. She's 
quite pretty, too, and both the elder sifters married early.” 

"One can never tell.” 

And at that point Mrs. Ingram iftight glance, perhaps a 
little anxiously, at Monica, who was not yet really come 
out, so that it was impossible to tell whether she was going 
to be one of the lucky ones or nbt. 

Good looks had nothing to do with it. Monica had been 
told that very often, and fully realized it. It was nice to be 
pretty, and men might. admire one for it, but that alone 
didn’t really lead to anything. 

Mrs. Ingram had a ItOrror, with which she had impreg- 
nated her daughter, of things that didn’t really lead to 
anything. 

"Never make yourself cheap, darling. It doesn't lead to 
anything, in the long run, to let a man know that you like 
him or want him to«lil?e you.” 

"Don't talk about being ‘friends' with a young man, my 
pet. There’s no such 4hing as ,a friendship between a girl 
and a man.' Either he waj^ts to marry you, of he doq^sn't. 
Nothing else is any good.” 

"A girl who gets herself talked about is done for. Men 
may dance with her, or flirt with her, but the}^ don't propose. 
She gets left.” 

"Never have anything to do with a y^ung man whff’s 
familiar — asking if he may call you by your Christian name, 
or write to you, o^^ anything like that. A gentleman doesn’t 
do those things to the kind of girl that he respects, and might 
want to marry.” 
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Monica had heard these and similar maxims so veiy often 
that she had long ceased to pay conscious attention to them, 
and merely accepted them as being amongst the fundamentals 
of life. 

At eighteen, she was presented at Court, and made her 
formal dibut. 

Mrs, Ingram and -,Lady Marlowe, jointly, gave a ball for 
the Misses Marlowe and Miss Monica Ingram. 

“Do ,you See, my darling, how wise I was to insist upon 
your making friends with Cecily and Frederica.'' Look what 
it’s led to!’’ said Mrs. Ingram, triumphantly and tenderly 
both at once. 

It led, amongst other things, to the most crowded three 
weeks that Monica’s young life had hitherto experienced. 
The ball was to b^ given at the Ritz. Mrs. Ingram would 
have secretly much preferred it to take place at Lady Mar- 
lowe’s house in Belgrave Square, but tliis the elder lady did 
not offer. She said that she intended to give one or two quite 
small dances there in tlie course of the season, and that was 
enough. “Certainly, those girls arc*li,'jving«’ery chance,’’ Mrs. 
Ingram said to Monica privately. “Lady Marlowe pretends 
that there’s a man after F^rederica, but I don’t believe a word 
of it. If there is, why hasn’t he proposed to her, and why 
isn’t she engaged? She’s nearly twenty-four.’’ 

Monica didn’t believe a word o£ |t, either, although 
Frederica occasionally made a pretence to the same effect. 
But sjie did so rather half-heartedly,^ as though aware tha.t 
Monica had*- known her too long, and with too . profound a 
schoolroom intimacy, to believe 'her when she was lying. 
Besides, Cecily, wh8 never lied and who adored Frederica, 
had a way of turning white and looking miserable, when her 
sister was not speaking the truth, that gave the whole thing 
away. 

Monica felt sdrry for Frederica, and did not blame her 
for pretefiding to a non-existent conquest. A girl simply had 
to, for the sake of her own self-respect. Vllecily never did — 
but then Cecily was quite unlike «other girls. She seemed 
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immature and childish, although she was twenty-two years 
old, and she was completely dominated by Frederica. 

Their mother was always saying how wonderful was their 
devotion to one another, but Monica thoy^ht tha^Frederica 
was a bully, and that Cecily would be happier if her elder 
sister got married. 

Frederica, however, did not get married. 

Monica couldn't helpTeeling that it really would be won- 
derful, and a great triumph, if she herself could^et married 
before Frederica. Mrs. Ingram, to8, when the date of the 
ball had been definitely settled, and just before the great 
rush of preparations for it began, said to her daughter: 

"I must say, darling, it would be really rather funny, 
supposing you were to get engaged before either of the 
Marlowes. I don’f see why semethin^ shouldn't happen. 
This ball is a wonderful start for you, and might lead to any 
number of really good invitations." 

In the meanwhile, there was a tremendous amount to be 
done. A lady — she wasn't really a lady, naturally, but one 
called her so to the st^^^ts — came to Eaton Square, and 
was established at the writing-table in the back drawing- 
room, with piles of envelopes, gilt-edged invitation cards, 
and Mrs. Ingram's address-book, and set to work. 

Mrs. Ingram was drive* in the brougham between the 
Ritz and various f^prists, caterers, and other Bond Street 
establishments. She was having her tiara reset, and her rings 
eleancd, and Monica's pearl necklace restrung. There^were 
also appointments to oe made,* and kept, with dressmakers, 
hairdressers, and millinerS. 

Mrs. Ingram did not take MonTca to Tier own drcssmak<.r. 
She had been told of a woman who was really wonderful for 
jeunes files — Myrtle, in Hanover Street. 

So to Myrtle they went. 

"White, of course," said Mrs. Ingram To Monica. "And 
I'm going to have it of satin. It looks much morficomme il 
font. You might Tiave a tiny little diamanti edging, per- 
haps." 
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"A pearl trimming is pretty,” suggested Monica. 

"Oh no, darling, I don’t care for that nearly so much,” 
said her mother. 

So that*settled‘ that. 

Madame Myrtle — a large, camomile-coloured person — 
was full of assurances about knowing exactly what Moddam 
meant, and said th^t she was always more interested in a 
coming-out dress than in any other. She showed Mrs. Ingram 
a number of designs, and one or two models, and finally 
Monied was directed t<f come into tlie fitting-room and try 
on one or two evening-dresses, "just to see,” In the tiny 
cubicle ^behind pink pjush curtains there was just room 
for Mrs. Ingram, sitting on a little gilt chair, Monica 
standing before the long mirror on the wall, and Madame 
Myrtle, half in and half out of the iltcess, an arm ex- 
tended behind her to receive the dresses brought by an 
assistant. 

"Can Mam’zelle manage? We’re hoping to move into 
larger premises in the autumn. . . ' I’m really sorry you’re 
so cramped, Mafn’zelle.’*’ 

"It’s all right. If you’ll just unfasten me at the back, 
mother.” 

Mrs. Ingram dealt competently by Monica’s hooks and 
eyes. The girl stepped out of her dress and took off her 
flower-wreathed hat — pink roses and grp en leaves. It was a 
pity that one’s hair always became so untidy under a hat. 
Monica's brown hair was soft and straight, and very fine, 
and i{ fell itv untidy wisps roilnd her face. She hastily pushed 
some of the ends back, trying to*’tuck them under the pad 
that, pinned to the "back bf her head, supported two little 
rows of sausage curls. Then she untied the blue ribbons of 
her embroidereH camisole, unfastened it, took off her white 
p^ticoat and pulled down her thick chemise, rucked up under 
her heavily boned, tightly laced stays. Her black lisle-thread 
stockings! and patent-leather shoes looked incongruous, 
coming below all the white underclothing-^but they wouldn’t 
show, once the dress was on. 
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“Therer' 

A pale-blue satin evening-dress, the round dfcoUetage 
edged with very pale-pink velvet pansies, jvas caysfully put 
over her head, whilst Madame Myrtle herself guided Monica’s 
uplifted hands and arms into the short sleeves. 

"Oh no,” said Mrs. Ingram instantly. "I shouldn’t dream 
of letting her wear colours yet. She’s lAich too young.’’ 

"But, of course, Moddam,’’ returned Madame Myrtle 
reproachfully, "this is simply for tlie style. I should never 
think of suggesting anything but white»or ivory, or perhaps 
the very palest pink, for a dihutante like Mam’zelle. I only 
wished Moddam to judge the general stylg.’’ 

"Oh, I see. Well — ^tum round, Monica.’’ 

Monica turned abediently, although the double rows of 
hooks and eyes, one on the lining and the other on the dress 
itself, were not yet fastened. 

Madame Myrtle’s thick, cold fingers set deftly to 
work, and meanwhile •Monica looked at herself in the 
glass. , 

She thought it was *1 pity that her mother would not 
allow her to wear coloured evening-dresses. It seemed to 
her that they suited her very well indeed. Pink would prob- 
ably be even better for her^than blue, because her eyes were 
brown, and her face naturally rather pale. She wished, not 
for the first time, that her nose had been short instead of 
aquiline and rather long— but the wish was tinged with a 
slight feeling of guilty for her, mother had told her that it 
was a foolish orie, and th%t an aquiline nose was very much 
more distinguished-looking than«a shqft one. Monica still 
remembered how, at fifteen, she had tried to argue the point, 
and her mother had said very quietly: 

"Darling, who knows best — ^you or tnother?’’ 

Convicted thus of her own presumption, Monica had 
naturally found nothing further to say. 

"Her Presentation frock had a V-shaped neck . . . she’s 
rather inclined to collar-bones just at present. . . . Monica, 
hold yourself up. Put your shoulders back properly.’’ 
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Monica hastily obeyed. 

She was feeling tired already, but two more dresses had 
to be tried on before her mother and the dressmaker finally 
decided to have one of them copied in white satin, with a 
V-shaped dicolletage and a kind of stele or scarf of white 
tulle draped over either shoulder, to fall down the front of 
the dress and end ia large fassels qf silver cord. 

"What flowers is Mam'zelle going to carry? Roses?” 

"Liligs of*che valley,”, said Mrs. Ingram decidedly. "They 
look so pure and sjveet, just as a young girl ought to 
look. 

"Now, as to cost. You know, I shall bring her here for 
other things if I^n pleased with this, so I hope you can 
manage rather a special price for me.” 

"I’ll get you out^n estimate at once, Moddam, and keep 
it as moderate as I possibly can. You see, it's the quality 
of the satin — ^you wouldn't want anything but the very 
best ” 

"No, certainly not,” said Mrs. Ingram. "Still 

Monica, darling, hurry fip and dress, and then run along 
and wait for me. You can put your hat on in the shop.” 

Monica neither liked being told to run along, nor having 
to put her hat on in the shop, but there was no help for 
either. She did as she was told* and then waited for her 
mother. Mrs. Ingram did not keep h6r waiting very long. 
There was far too much to be done. 

Alnjost every day there were fittings, for one thing or' 
another, and ‘various purchases to^be made; and orders to 
be given to tradespeople, apd consultations with Lady Mar- 
lowe. Whilst these last went on, Monica was usually sent 
upstairs to find Frederica and Cecily ; for it was always Mrs. 
Ingram who went to Lady Marlowe's house in Belgrave 
Square. 

One afternoon, two days before the ball, Monica went up 
to the sitt&ig-room shared by the sisters oq the third storey. 

"May I come in?” 

"Hullo, Monica!” 
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Frederica, moving awkwardly, got up and kissed her. 
Cecily kissed her also, but said nothing. She was like a pastel 
copy of her sister — pale where Frederica v^s brightly tinted, 
and with very light hazel eyes instead* of dark-grey ones, 
and ash-blonde hair instead of chestnut. Both were very tall 
and stooped badly, both had curious dark shadows beneath 
their eyes, lax mouths that drooped a fittlc, and long, pale, 
inefficient bands. Neither was ever wholly neural or free 
from self-consciousness, but Fredenica’s constraint took the 
form of an aggressive self-assertion, and Cecily's of an almost 
complete withdrawal into herself. They achieved a semblance 
of ease with Monica, provided always tha^ their dominating 
and intensely vital mother was not present. 

“Can I stay h^e for a little while.'' Mother's down- 
stairs.” 

"Of course. Come and sit down. Are you getting excited 
about your first ball?” 

"Oh, very. I only hope I shan't be a wallflower the whole 
evening.” 

"I’ll introduce as mifty men as I possibly can to you,” 
volunteered Frederica. 

"Thanks very much, Fricky, but I daresay I shall know a 
good many there already^” Monica retorted, her false 
humility vanishing in the light of Frederica's patronage. 

"You've no idea* how quickly men get all their dances 
booked up. Of course, I know they'll have to ask us, on 
Thursday night, because we’re the daughters of the hostesses. 
But quite often a man ha% such a lot of duty dances tq get 
through that he simply can’t ask one.” 

"He could if he wanted to enough.” 

"You haven’t been out long enough to understand,” said 
Frederica coldly. 

Cecily was twisting her hands about uijeasily. Anythiflg 
that seemed, however distantly, to threaten an emotional 
disturbance, had a ^ost curious efFeet on her. She dreaded it 
to a degree that affected her physically, making her turn 
whiter than ever, and begin to shake. 
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Monica was conscious, now, of tension in the atmosphere. 
It was almost always there with Frederica and Cecily, and 
more espe<yally in, their own home. Sometimes there seemed 
to be no specific cause for this, sometimes it was a cause 
so trivial as to be almost unbelievable. Very often, it was 
due to Frederica's frenzied and possessive solicitude for her 
sister. Cecily was delteate, and Fredesica would never let her, 
or anyone, fwget it. 

"I think daily’s starting a cold,” she said now, her face 
suddenly falling into «exaggeratedly tragic curves. 

‘‘I don’t think I am,” Cecily said. Her eyes looked terrified, 
as though the isspe wA one of great magnitude. It was, 
indeed, obvious that it was so to the sisters. 

"You always say that.” Frederica was suddenly tense with 
fury. "If only you'd say at once when anything was the matter 
— but you always go on and on, saying it’s nothing.” 

Cecily turned her scared gaze imploringly on Monica, as 
though to ask "Can you wonder at it^' But she said nothing. 

"Perhaps you can stifle it, if it js a cold, till after Thurs- 
day,” suggested Monica. She colfld see the relief on 
Cecily's far too expressive face at this lightening of the 
subject. 

But Frederica could not let it go. 

"You don’t know what Cecily^ Colds are like,” she said 
darkly. "You think it's just an ordinary told, that’s over in 
three days. But with her, it may go on her chest at any 
moment, and mean nights anti nights of coughing ” 

They couldn’t stop her, although both of 'them had heard 
her say the same thii^g ma^y times before. 

Monica shrugged her shoulders, but Cecily looked as 
though she might be going to faint. 

There was a knock at the door, and the footman, young 
and trim in black, livery with yellow facings, stood on the 
threshold. 

"If you please, her Ladyship wishes thp young ladies to 
come to the drawing-room.” 

"Thank you, William. Is it a victor?” 
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"Yes, Miss Frederica. Mr. Pelham is here." 

"Who's Mr. Pelham?” enquired Monica, as William shut 
the door behind him. 

"Oh, he often comes to dinner. He's a,fnend of mamma's, 
a barrister. It's very^ useful, knowing him, because he isn't 
married, and she can usually get him when she wants an 
extra man.” 

"Mother says that Lady Marlowe is perfectly wonderful 
about men. She always has enough.” 

"I know," said Frederica. She di3 njt look as triumphant 
as she should have looked, and Monica dimly guessed why. 
Lady Marlowe, witty and vivacious, and still handsome, 
attracted men. That was why they came to*Belgrave Square. 
Not for any other reason. 

"Do you suppose we're all expected to go down?” asked 
Cecily. 

"William seemed to think so. But I should think you’d 
much better stay in one atmosphere. It’s much warmer in 
the drawing-room than it is up here, and you'll only feel 
the difference afterwards. 

"Come on,” said Monica impatiently. "The way you fuss, 
Fricky! It's absurd. I can't think why Cecily stands it. She 
ought to tell you to mind your own business. She's old 
enough to look after herseff.” 

Monica went out ctf the room, not looking at Frederica. 
She knew that to suggest rebellion on Cecily's part was to 
attack Frederica wher^j she was utterly and helplessly vylner- 
able. Her furious possessiveness could brook ho hint of a 
possible thwarting. 

On the landing outside the double-doors of the drawing- 
room, all three paused for a moment and, quite unconsciously, 
assumed entirely new and artiffeial expressions before going 
in. 

Monica put her shoulders back, and rafsed her chin, the 
echo of countless adjurations to "jjold up’' returning auto- 
matically to her mind, as it always did in the presence of 
either of her parents. 
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Frederica and Cecily did not do the same. Both were 
intensely conscious of their height, and stooped partly from 
the wish to minimize it, partly from sheer lack of vitality. 
They gavt limp and chilly hands to the greeting clasp of 
the visitor, and withdrew from the contact quickly, obscurely 
disliking it. 

Mr. Pelham was introduced to Monica. 

Already, before entering the rooifi at all, indeed from the 
moment tha^« she had heard he was unmarried, something 
that la^ far below the laj^ers of conscious thought, had asked 
the never dormant question: "Will he 

Mr. Pelham did not^ look young. He was heavily built, 
with a dark moustache, thinning dark hair, and rather 
prominent brown eyes. Still, he was tall and smiled agree- 
ably as Monica shook hands with him. She noticed that he 
did not smile at Frederica or Cecily. 

'Tricky, darling," said Lady Marlowe, "I want you to 
go and send a telephone message for me. Go and fetch a 
half-sheet of notepaper and a pencil from the writing-table, 
and put down just what I tell you;." 

Lady Marlowe's instructions were always explicit. 

She looked very smart and bright and sparkling in her 
green afternoon dress, with a diamond butterfly pinned to 
the front of it, and her brown hp.ir curling neatly under the 
almost invisible mesh of the hair-net 

As Frederica obeyed, an almost imperceptible nod and 
glance from her mother sent Cecily to sit by Mrs. Ingram, 
to mSke polite conversation about the ball. 

Monica realized that she, the visitor, was to be given the 
chance of talking to^the dlily man present. 

Evidently he realized it too, for he made a slight gesture 
as of pushing forward one of the many small arm-chairs that 
stood about in pairs, between silk-shaded standard lamps, 
small tables cro^vded with framed photographs, and still 
smaller tables destined to support, at the most, a stray tea 
or coffee cup. 

Monica sat down, and Mr. Pelham sat down; Qarefully 
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drawing up the knees of his dark-grey striped trousers as 
he did so. 

“Have you been to the Academy yet?” said Mr. Pelham. 

"Yes, twice. Have you?” 

"Not since the Private View. Were you there then?” 

"No. We went oh the Opening Day. It was terribly 
crowded.” 

"I expect it must ha^^ been. It still is, I believe.” 

“Yes, I expect so. In fact, it was, the secopd time we 
went.” 

"When was that?” 

"About ten days ago. My father took me. It was very 
crowded theij. I mean, there were crowds «of people there.” 

"I expect there were. Did you like any of the portraits?” 

“1 liked the Sargeants,” said. Monica* knowing that this 
was the right thing to say. 

"Yes, they’re good, aren’t they?” 

Mr. Pelham, at this point in the conversation, was obliged 
to get up and open the dbor for Frederica, who had received 
her mother’s instructions •and was going downstairs to the 
telephone. 

Monica, glancing swiftly round, caught the gleam of 
approval in her mother’s tiny smile. 

She had succeeded in ^staining her conversation with 
Mr. Pelham without ^ny of lliose pauses that might have 
indicated that he was finding her something less than interest- 
ing. Monica fixed her c>-=*s upon him, as he closed the door 
behind Frederic^, andT tried to* look as though .taking "it for 
granted that the break ii# their duologue had been a* tem- 
porary one merely. 

But there was an empty chair next to Lady Marlowe’s 
comer of the sofa ... he might go and take that. Monica 
redoubled her alertness of her gaze. ^.Imost, she had her 
lips parted, as if just about to speak. 

Mr. Pelham closed the door carefull)’, tun^^d round, 
hesitated for the fraction of a seednd, and then returned to 
his place next to Moniga. 
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She was careful not to glance away from him, but she 
could feel her mother's imperceptible sigh of relief. 

Monica knew that her mother was pleased with her, and 
she was pleased wjth herself. 

It looked as though she might be going to turn out attrac- 
tive to men. 
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CHAPTER II 


O N Thursday afternoon, before the ball, Monica was 
told by her mother to go upstairs and Tie dewn. 
“Otherwise you won't look fresh for to-night, darling. 
And the hairdresser’s coming at seven o’clock. He can do 
me first, and then you.’’ 

“I shan’t sleep,” protested Monica. 

“Never mind. Yqu’ 11 be resting. Now let me see ” 

Mrs. Ingram consulted a list! She haS been entirely ab- 
sorbed in lists during the past three weeks. 

“Let me see . . . cards for the dinner-table, yes, that’s 
done . . . speak to Mr«. Horben about the salted almonds 
. . . telephone to the Scores — ^now what was that for, I 
wonder — send round t<J* Gunter’s about the ice^udding — 
Monica, what are you hanging about for? I told you to go 
and lie down.” 

“Can’t I help you, mother?” 

“You can help me best by doing what you’re told, directly 
you’re told,” said Mrs. Ingram firmly. 

Monica went upstairs. 

She did wish that her mother would not talk to her as 
though she were still a ch^d. Once, she had veiitured tp say 
so, in a moment of intimacy, an(i Mrs* Ingram had kissed 
her and answered gently; “To me, you can never be any- 
thing but my baby, even if you live to be a hundred.” 

To the irrational tenderness of suql a declaration, no 
dutiful and affectionate daughter could m^ke any reply. 

Monica’s bedroom was on the fourth floor, a flight of 
stairs higher than^that of anybody- else — except, of course, 
the servants, who didn’t count. They were at the very top 
of the house, next door to the boxroom. Indeed, I^onica 
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had a dim idea that the kitchen-maid actually did sleep in 
the box-room, but dressed and undressed with one of the 
other maods, in %inother room. Her window looked out on 
to the Square, and she gazed down for a moment at the 
striped awning already lowered over tKe balcony. It hid from 
her any view of the street, but she knew that another awning 
was in process of being put up, at^the front door, and that 
strange mep in dirty while aprons were hurrying up and 
down the steps, carrying in cardboard boxes and pots of 
azaleas and smilax. 

Really, the ball might almost have been taking place at 
Mrs. Ingram’s awn house. But it was only a dinner-party 
before the ball. 

Monica slowly drew the green blind half-way down between 
the rose-pink silk curtains, filling the room with a soft, 
summery gloom. 

The pink silk eiderdown quilt had already been turned 
back over the brass rail at the foot of the bed, and the crisp, 
smooth linen sheet folded a little^ away from the pillow. 
Evidently Mary, the housemaid, had guessed tliat Miss 
Monica would be told to rest, before the tremendous excite- 
ment of the evening. Slowly Monica began to undress. Some- 
times, in order to save herself trouble, she tried to lie down 
without taking off her stays, but it was never endurable. In 
the same way, it wasn’t worth while trying to avoid the 
business of taking one’s hair down. The hairpins hurt, and 
sooner or later they fell out, and, in any case, it. had all to 
be done again as soon as one got up. 

So Monica went tc the dressing-table, and took down her 
hair altogether, laying the thick black hairpins, and the thin 
"invisibles" into two tidy little heaps beside the pad that 
supported her sausage-curls. Hastily she brushed back her 
liair, wishing that it were longer — it only reached to her 
shoulders — and plaited it in a small tail. For a moment or 
two she gazed earnestly at the reflection ii. the glass 

The Viyella nightgown — her mother did not think any- 
thing hjAt Viyella really ladylike — thick things in the winter 
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and thin in the summer— made her look very childish, with 
its little frills at neck and wrists, and neat row of buttons 
down the front. It was cut so as to fall in ample /olds, and 
reminded Monica of a choir-boy’s surplice. Moved by a 
sudden, incomprehensible impulse, she drew it tightly round 
her from the back, until the outline of her figure — rounded 
breasts, flat waist, aud curving hijps — ^was startlingly 
visible. 

Shame assailed her, and she re]pased the fTannq} folds 
abruptly and sprang into bed. 

Anxious not to analyse her own immodest impulse, and 
indeed to forget it as quickly as might be, Monica looked 
round her ro6m, consciously dwelling on the decoration, the 
arranging and furnishings that she and her mother had 
decided upon together as soon is Monidk “grew up.” 

The wallpaper was a pattern of pink roses, crawling 
luxuriantly in and out of a silver-grey trellis work. Monica 
was not entirely satisfied, with it. Her first idea had been to 
have a yellow room, but neither her fathei* nor her mother 
had thought that at all a* good idea, so that it had had to be 
abandoned. Still, after all, pink was pretty. 

The china on tlie wash-stand was pink — ^little bouquets of 
roses tied with pink ribbon, on a white background — and 
the mats of the dressing-tSble were of pink Roman satin, 
cx)vered with white «p&tted muslin. One lay beneath each of 
the bottles, brushes, trays, and boxes belonging to the em- 
bossed silver "dressing-table set” that Monica’s father: had 
given her on her sixtcentl^ birthday. The back of each silver 
piece showed a raised reproductiqfi of Sir Joshua Reynolds’ 
“Heads of Angels.” 

The furniture itself was all painted white, so was the 
narrow little mantelpiece on which stqcJ the collection of 
china animals, dating from nursery days. The pictures we» 
framed in gilt — ^mostly “copies from the flat” of Swiss 
scenery, and Itali|n peasantry, bul. there were afio repro- 
ductions of one or two “really gusJ" pictures. These had 
been given to Monica frofii time to time, usually on birthdays, 

%6 



and she always felt that she ought to have liked them 
much better than she really did. 

Her bctftks, in j small open bookcase by the bed, she viewed 
with a much more real satisfaction. There was a set of 
Dickens, a set of Scott, a set of Ruskin, and several volumes 
of poetry. The storybooks — she was a little bit ashamed of 
all the L. T. Mea&es, and the Fifty-two Stories for Girls 
series — M<^ica still kept in the schoolroom. She was allowed, 
now, to read the booksufrom Mudie's in the drawing-room, 
provided that she asked her mother's leave first, as to each 
one. The most individual thing in the room, Monica always 
felt, was the largp coloured picture of the Emperor Napoleon 
that hung over the fireplace. 

She had bought it with her own money, after deciding 
that Napoleon was her favourite hero. Mrs. Ingram had 
not, at first, been very pleased at this act of independence. 
She had not, however, forbidden the hanging of the picture, 
saying only: “It's a phase, darlings All girls go through it, 
I suppose.’’ 

Monica had felt foolish, but had* stuck to Napoleon. She 
liked the feeling of having originated a cult for herself. 

Beside the bed stood a little table with a framed photo- 
graph of Monica’s father and mother, taken almost before 
she could remember them, a Bible and Prayer-book, and a 
copy of the Imitation of Christ, bound iri limp green leather. 
A reproduction of the Sistine Madonna hung over the bed. 

There had been a moment when Monica, really doubtful 
wheljher she was not at heart an atheist, had wished to take 
this down, and to substitute yet another Napoleon, but she 
had never found courage to do anything so entirely likely to 
lead to disaster. Besides, it woul^’t have been of any use. 
She would never have been allowed to take down the 
Madonna and C|^ild. And after all, it was — ^like the pink 
wallpaper — very pretty, and reminded her of her child- 
hood. 

In these virginal surroundings, Monica lay and thought 
about her first ball. 
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She was deeply excited. 

Nobody knew what might happen at a first ball. 

There were stories about girls who had received^roposals 
at their first balls, or even actually becohie engaged. Mrs. 
Ingram had many tifnes told her daughter of the almost 
historic case of the aunt of Frederica and Cicely. 

"She was Claire Bell*-the youngest of all the family — 
and she went to her first ball when she was se^^nteen. She 
was very pretty, as they all were, %nd, of course, she had 
the advantage of two sisters who were already out, and could 
introduce men to her. Well, Sir Felix Craner saw her, and 
asked to be ii^troduced, and he dancecfwith her once or twice, 
and the very next morning he called on her father, and asked 
if he might propose. You can jmagine^how delighted the 
Bells were — three daughters still unmarried, and they weren’t 
at all well off. And Claire married this very rich man before 
she was eighteen! Of course,” Mrs. Ingram was apt to con- 
clude the story with a sigh, "things like that don’t happen 
every day.” 

"She must have been awfully pretty.” 

"She was pretty, I must say. But it isn't always prettiness 
that does it. As a matter bf fact, Claire lost her looks very 
soon after. Still, what di<i that matter? ’There she was, 
married and settled a^ seventeen.” 

It seemed an almost unrealizable ideal. 

. One could not hope n be as brilliantly successful as all 
that. Still, it would b% glorioits to dance every dance, and 
to feel that one’s partner# were admiring one's dress^ and 
one's dancing, and one’s looks. Monica«knew that she was, 
for instance, prettier than either Frederica or Cecily, who 
were both so much too tall, and held themselves so badly. 
It certainly was not only because she wa. a visitor that Mr. 
Pelham had talked so much more to herdthan to either ST 
them. Mr. Pelham might be elderly, and not ygry good- 
looking, but still, 4ie was a man. 

Monica, dozing, dreaq|fsd that she was wearing an engage- 
ment ring, and that Frederica was jealous. 
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At four o’clock, her mother's maid brought her a cup of 
tea and a plate of sponge-fingers. 

Parsoifi was good-natured, and fond of Monica. Other- 
wise she would certainly never have ^stumped up from the 
pantry, right down in the basement, but would have sent 
Mary. 

"Thank you very much. Parson?,” said Monica politely. 
She sat up<1n bed. 

"What’s mother doSig?” 

"Resting, Miss Monica. She’s been on her feet all day 
long, and the master’} just come in, and said she was to 
have a lay-dowif if it’s only for half an hour.J’ 

"Oh, is father downstairs?” 

"Yes, Miss Monica, He’s just come in*” repeated Parsons. 

"Well, I should think I might get up now, and go down- 
stairs, wouldn’t you? The hairdresser isn’t coming till 
seven.” 

"I don’t know what madam’s offers were, Miss Monica, 
but if she didn’t say nothing special, then I should think 
you might go down.” 

"It isn’t as if I hadn’t had a doze. I went right off. I know 
I did, because I had a dream.” 

Monica gave a self-conscious* little laugh, at the remem- 
brance of the dream. 

She had an absurd feeling that a dream like that might 
be a kind of good omen. It might even mean that she really 
was going to be engaged quite soon. 

"Can I help you. Miss Monica?” 

"No, thank yoUj'Parsofis. I can manage.” 

"Then, please Miss, could I come and fasten your dress 
for you not a minute later than half-past six?” 

"But the hairdresser?” 

"You’ll want your dress on before he does your hair. Miss 
Monica, rtherwise you’ll never be able to get it over your 
head safely.” 

"No, of course, I shan't. All rig! t. I’ll be up here at half- 
past six.” 
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Twenty minutes later, Monica ran down to the drawing- 
room, pausing for a moment to admire the gilt pot of mar- 
guerites that had suddenly appeared on a small table on the 
drawing-room landing, just below the* pleated pale-blue 
curtains of the window. Then she opened the door and 
went in. 

Her father stood by tWe window, as usual agreeably doing 
nothing. Presumably his occasional activities at<the Bank of 
which he was a director exhausted V$mon Ingram’s energies, 
for, outside the hours of business, he was seldom seen to do 
anything at all. Good-looking and iipperturbable, he merely 
existed, politely and blandly, knowing everybody whom he 
considered to be worth knowing, and never making a mistake 
as to those who iftight, or might not,, be included in the 
category. He smiled when he saw Monica, and lightly 
brushed her face with his pointed brown moustache. 

"This is a great occasion, eh?” 

‘Tm awfully excited,’" exclaimed Monica. She would have 
said something of the ^.ind, even had it been less than per- 
fectly true, knowing that he expected it of her. Her relations 
with her father were almost entirely governed by her knowl- 
edge of what he would expect. 

"That's right,” Ingram murmured approvingly. "Mother 
has gone to have a little rest before dressing. She’s been 
doing a very great deal lately, and we mustn’t let her knock 
herself up, eh?” 

"No, of .course not.'^’ 

Monica assumed an expression of dutiful concern, but in 
reality a faint, familiar pang of vlexatioYi shot tlirough her, 
as it always did at every fresh proof of her father’s solicitude 
for her mother. 

It was not that she was so especially devoted to her father. 
Monica believed herself to love her mother better than any- 
body else. But there was a feeling of resentment that she 
never sought to define, at knowing her mother to be the 
object of an exclusive af^ction such as Monica herself could 
not, as yet, claim from anyone. • 
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"Have you been to play whist at the Club, father?" 

The question dated from Monica's nursery days. She asked 
it severak times *weekly, and never realized that the reply 
was a matter of complete indifference to her. 

"Yes, I had a couple of rubbers. Orfe or two people were 
very amused to hear that I was taking my daughter to her 
coming-out ball to-?light.” • 

"Why?”^sked Monica innocently. 

Veraon Ingram lauglted self-consciously. 

"Perhaps they didn’t quite realize that I bad a grown-up 
daughter,” he suggested. 

Monica did nqt altogether understand. She often rode in 
the Park with her father, and had met a number of his friends. 
Why should they have failed to realize* that of course she 
was grown-up? 

But she said, "Oh, I see!” and laughed a little. 

"I hope the new frock has arrived safely, and that you 
and your mother are very pleased with it all,” said Ingram 
kindly. 

"Very pleased, thank you, father.'^ 

"I want you to realize, dear child, that father and mother 
have taken a very great deal of trouble, and gone to a lot 
of expense, over this ball. Yoyr mother, especially — I’m 
quite afraid that she’s worn herself opt.” 

"Oh, I hope not!” interjected Monica ’uncomfortably. Her 
father held up a long, beautifully shaped hand, and she per^ 
ceived that she had interrupted him. 

"You mustn’t think that becavse Lady Marlowe is — is 
joining forces with 4is to-*iight that the brunt of it has not 
fallen upon your dear mother. It has. Naturally, we don’t 
grudge any of it — ^we want you to have everything that we 
can give you. And I’m sure that you realize that, and will 
iiever — never disappoint us, in any way.” 

"No, father, I won’t.” 

"That’s right, darling. We hope that yoit’re going to make 
a number of very nice friends, and grove that we were quite 
justified in this — this expense, and trouble, over your first ball. ’ ’ 
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*'I can’t thank you and mother enough, I know,” murmured 
Monica. 

Her father waved her embarrassed gratit;ude aside. 

"We don’t want any thanks, dear child? We just want you 
to enjoy yourself, and be a good, happy little girl. I’m looking 
forward to seeing you in your new dress to-night, very much 
indeed. You’ve had a little talk with _^our mother, as to 
dancing with people whom we know, and like, gnd not too 
many times with any one partner, eb?” 

"Yes, father, mother has told me.’J 

"That’s right, that’s right. I'm sure you’ll be a very good 
child, and enjoy yourself very much. Hawe you seen any- 
thing of youi* friends, Frederica and Cecily, to-day?” 

"Not to-day, father. I shall to-night, of course.” 

"Yes, yes. Well, we must see if you ian’t cut them both 
out in looks and dancing and everything else,” said Ingram 
with simplicity. Then he sat down and took up the new 
Cornbill Magazine, and Monica perceived that the conversa- 
tion was over. 

She picked up a book*Tr6m the table, and pretended to be 
reading it, but was quite unable to fix her attention. Her 
father’s last words, echoing the thought that was never really 
out of her own mind, thrilled her with its implication that 
she might achieve triumphs of masculine admiration beyond 
those accorded to others. 

Every now and then she looked anxiously up at the enor- 
mous ormulu clock on 4he marble mantelpiece, and its hands 
seemed to her to* be moviqg so slowly that she several tjmes 
wondered whether it had stopped.# 

At last, however, it was six o’clock and she could go up 
to her room again, and begin to dress. 

It was really beginning. 

Presently she was sitting in her whije frilled flannel 
dressing-gown, waiting for Parsons. The new white satin 
dress lay bn the Ijpd, and on the floor were pointed, high- 
heeled, white satin shoe^ that Monica knew only too well 
would hurt her long before the end of the evening. 
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There was a knock at the door, and she called “Come in!” 

"Now, Miss!” said Parsons, full of sympathetic excite- 
ment. 

Monica took off her dressing-gown, and the white satin 
dress was carefully lifted over her head, whilst she held her 
hair out of tlie way with one hand. 

"Pin it up, MissP Monica — anyhow. Just to get it out of 
the way.” 

Monica drew in her^ breath while Parsons fastened the 
double rows of hooks and eyes, and smoothed down the 
ample skirts. 

“There! It's lovely.”- 

Monica had no long glass in her room. She surveyed her- 
self in the mirror on the dressing-table, pnable to keep her- 
self from a smile of gratified pleasure and astonishment at 
the sight of her reflection, but saying to Parsons in as critical 
and detached a tone as she could command: 

“It’s not fair, of course, to judgp with my hair not yet 
done. But I must say I think it looks very nice.” 

“Lovely, Miss Monica. And madam’s silver sequins are 
beautiful, too. Now let me put on your dressing-gown again, 
miss, to keep everything quite safe. There! That’s the bell. 
That’ll be the hairdresser.” 

"Parsons! Ask if I can come in and sit with madam while 
he’s doing her.” 

“Yes, Miss Monica.” 

In five minutes Parsons was back with the necessary per^ 
mission, and Monica, with the^ dressing-gowii gathered 
round her, and one ^hand ,9arefully holding up the folds of 
the white satin beneath, had gone down to her mother’s room. 

Mrs. Ingram sat before the dressing-table, her head held 
motionless, whilst the tall, yellow-headed assistant from the 
Maison Andr^ Leroy in Sloane Street swiftly and vigorously 
twisted the hot irons in and out of her hair. 

“Sit down, my pet. Are you all read]^ except for your 
hair.?” 

“Yes, mother.” 
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squeaked Mrs. 


"You're burning me — be careful " 

Ingram suddenly. 

"I'm very sorry, madam, I beg your pardpn." T^ye young 
man, with an air of acute concern, snatched the tongs out of 
Mrs. Ingram's hair and held them up to his own face. 

"I beg your pardon, madam. I don't think it's done any 
real harm, madam — ^the hair is not scorciled. I'm extremely 
sorry it should have happened." 

"Well." 

The young man, looking deeply contrite, resumed his 
operations, and Mrs. Ingram muttered to her daughter; 

"// est aussi stupide que possible ” 

Monica nodded intelligently. 

"Darling, look on,my writing-table, and you'll find a menu 
card. It's one I spoilt. Just read it through, and then you'll 
know how dinner is getting on, and be ready to jump up 
directly I catch Lady Margaret Miller's eye. It's such a bore 
if one person doesn't reaiize and goes on talking." 

Monica fetched the stiff^white card, with its narrow gilt 
edge, and read the item's, although without any very great 
feelings of interest, from soups — thick and clear — turbot 
sauce madcre, and sole ineflniere, entree and joint, hot and 
cold sweets, savoury — canapes a I'lndienne, of course — to 
bombe glacee — which was tne only item that aroused in her 
a faint anticipation (5f enjoyment. 

"I sec, mother. It ought to be very nice." 

* "Of course it'll be very nice, .darling. I didn't ask you for 
your little opinion on th^ menu — what can you possibly 
know about it.^" said her mother, Jaughipg. "But you must 
learn how these things are done, of course. Directly dessert 
is finished, I shall make the move. 

"Mr. Ashe will take you into dinner, and you'll liave Lady 
Margaret's son, young Peter Miller, on t|ie other side of 
you. The one you met at lunch the other day, at the Mar- 
lowes'." 

"I don't remember whi^h one he was," admitted Monica, 
with a confused recollection of a large Sunday lunch-party, 
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and an indistinguishable herd of black-coated, grey-trousered 
men, and introductions performed in Cecily's shyest and 
most inaudible manner. 

Mrs. Ingram fnade a sound with her tongue against the 
roof of her moutli, indicating dismay and disapproval. 

"Darling, that's one of the things you'll have to learn — 
and as quickly a^ possible. You^ve got to remember who 
people are, and recognize them when you see them again, 
and not look blank anU uninterested. A man is very quickly 
put off, if he thinks ihat a girl hasn't even taken the trouble 
to remember what he looks like." 

"I'll try," sa,id Monica meekly. 

"Mr. Miller is in the Foreign Office, and he's the second 
son of Lady Margaret Miller, who was a Farrcn of Earls- 
wick, and an heiress. He'll be quite well off some day. The 
one who'll take you into dinner, and to whom you must talk 
most, of course, is Claude Ashe. His father and mother have 
a place in Wales, and very seldom come to London. I used 
to know his mother quite well, and she wrote and told me 
that this boy — ^he's the second son — was going to be in 
London for a bit. So I'm very glad to have a chance of doing 
something for him. Perhaps, if 'we like him, we could sug- 
gest his coming to a little theatre-party one night. Anyway, 
he'll call, after the dinner-party. You can let him know — 
and the other man too, of course— that I'm always at 
home on Sunday afternoons. Just mention it casually, you 
know." 

"Very well, mother." 

The hairdresser’s wo-'k with the tongs was completed. 
He stepped backwards and surveyed Mrs. Ingram's reflec- 
tion in the mirror with respectful admiration. 

"Shall I dress it, madam?” 

"My maid will do it, thank you, whilst you’re waving 
the young lady. — Monica, run up to your room, darling, and 
— let me see — ^ring for Mary, and tell lr;r that mother says 
she’s to sit with you until Parsops is free.” 

Mary, the housemaid, was as busy as possible, but it was 
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clear that she must leave her work in order that Miss 
Monica should not be alone in her bedroom with the assistant 
from the Maison Andr4 and his curling-tongs. Me, too, 
evidently appreciated the delicacy of the situation, for he did 
not knock at Monica’s door until five minutes after Mary 
had breathlessly appeared there, and had been installed in a 
chair with a stocking to dam. 

When Monica’s hair had been tonged into wi^es of the 
stifFest and mbst uniform regularity, it was drawn backwards 
through the comb in order to fluff it but on either side of 
her head, and the ends were rolled into curls, and transfixed 
by two hairpins to the pad securely pinned, on the back of 
her head. One or two short pieces of hair on the back of 
her neck were twisted up in the |ongs until Monica winced 
in the apprehension of being burnt, and then the hairdresser 
silently handed her the looking-glass. 

“Very nice indeed. Thank you so much,’’ graciously said 
Monica, imitating her merther’s phrasing and intonation of a 
kind especially reserved ^oii such occasions. • 

“Thank you very mu5i. Miss. Good evening. Miss.’’ 

He was gone, and Monica threw off her dressing-gown, 
and took the full effect of Hfer appearance. 

“It’s lovely, Miss Monjpa. The dress suits you most 
beautiful,’’ said Mary„with respectful warmth. “I’m sure 
there won’t be a prettier young lady anywhere in the ball- 
rqom.’’ 

Monica’s .mother, sweeping into the room without warn- 
ing, dismissed Mary to hewduties downstairs, and inspected 
her daughter. 

“Very nice — yes, very nice indeed, my darling. Hold 
yourself up — ^you don’t want to poke like Frederica Marlowe. 
Let me see — ^you want a brooch just in front, there.’’ 

“I’ll put on my blue swallow brooch.’’ 

“No, tliat won’t do at all. You can’t weai turqu(^ses with 
a ball-dress. I’ll land you my littl^ pearl heart. Just lean 
over the banisters, darlings and call to Parsons, and tell her 
to bring it up'here. It’s in my silver tray.’’ 
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I'he brooch was found, and brought upstairs by Parsons, 
and Mrs. Ingram herself pinned it on the little white tulle 
edging Monica’s dress. 

Then she said: ‘"You want another hairpin — -just there.” 

"Oh, mother, please let me put it in for myself,” cried 
Monica impatiently. 

"No, darling. \ou can’t jjossibJy tell where it’s needed. 
Bend your^.head down.” 

M.onica had to obey) 

“That’s perfect. Come along.” 

Mrs. Ingram, her dark head, with a diamond crescent 
twinkling on it, Jield high, preceded her daughter downstairs. 

Vernon Ingram was waiting for them, standing in front 
of the flower-filled fireplace in the draiving-room. 

"\\’c‘ll, well, well. Let’s have a look at you. Turn round, 
Monica. ... I declare. I’m very proud of my wife and my 
grown-up daughter.” 

He spoke lightly, but there wa.i an emotional quality in 
the look with which he surveyed, them. And it pierced, also, 
through the half-humorous tones of his voice, as he turned 
to his w ife and indicated Monica by the smallest of gestures. 

"I’m not sure, now' that I lodk at her in full fig, that we 
sliall be keeping her with us sq very much longer, eh?” 
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CHAPTER III 


M r. Ashe was slight, tall, and very blond. His^hite eye- 
lashes flickered a little when he «poke. Monica thqyght 
him nice-looking, and particularly like^his smile. It did not 
occur to her that he was shy, but she noticed, and was 
attracted by, the diffidence of his maitner. 

They began by exchanging the usual commonplaces of 
conversation, to wlych Monica was by this time getting 
accustomed. Later on, he asked her to ke^p some dances for 
him. Monica was startled and flattered, but mindful of her 
mother’s injunction that to betray gratification at any ad- 
vances from a man was to risk cheapening oneself, and thus 
lose his favour, she replied rather coldly tiiat she did not 
think she would be able td dance until quite late in the evening. 

“You see, my mother and Lady Marlowe are giving the 
ball, and 1 shall have to stay with them and help to receive 
people.” 

“Oh yes, of course. I see.’’ 

Rather to her disappointment, he said nothing more. 
Presently Monica, in response to a swift telegraphic look 
from her mother’s end of the table, turned to her other neigh- 
bour, Mr. Miller, whom she had met at the Marlowes’ 
and had not remembered. 

She still did not remember him, for he seemed to her to 
look exactly like a number of other young men — dark and 
thin, with a nondescript face, and very little t:xpression. 

“I think we met at Lady Marlowe’s hoyse at lunch one 
Sunday,” she began shyly. 

Young Miller responded suitably, akltough without en- 
thusiasm — ^he did not soynd as though he would ever be 
enthusiastic about anything — and Monica did not find it 
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difficult to sustain a conversation with him, continuous, even 
if rather disjointed owing to the rapidity with which they 
both se^ed to^come to an end of all that they had to say 
about the Academy, the season’s dances, and such theatres 
as each had visited. It was with a little secret relief that 
Monica saw Mr, Miller, at a suitable pause, turn to the girl, 
unknown to Monica except as the daughter of one of her 
mother's friends, sitting on his other side. Mr. Ashe was 
still,politely inclined towards i'lis left-hand neighbour, a talka- 
tive and animated Mrs. St. George, whom Monica naively 
thought of as being necessarily uninteresting to young men 
because she had a thili, bald-headed husband sitting on the 
opposite side of the welter of smilax and red roses that lay 
all over the shining white of the tableclpth. 

With a sense ofdrawing breatli for a moment in the midst 
of some dangerous enterprise, Monica relaxed from the 
strain of being bright and animated, and looked about her. 

Everybody seemed to be talking at once. 

Lady Margaret Miller was laughing at something that 
her host was telling her. 

The table looked lovely. 

Monica herself was easily the youngest person in the room. 
It humiliated her slightly, to feel tiiat this was so. Perhaps, 
however, her mother had done it on purpose. She always 
seemed to think it an asset, socially,’ to be young, although 
she also always emphasized to Monica the crudeness and 
ignorance of youth. 

The ice-pudding was being handed round, followed by its 
accompanying bisev^Hs gloffy, little brown bundles tied together 
like faggots with red ribbon. The ice-pudding had come from 
Gunter's. Mrs. Horben could not have risen to such heights, 
although Monica's father always declared that her souffles 
were incomparable. How did mother explain to Mrs. Horben, 
without hurting her feelings, that Gunter would have to 
supply ttie ice-pudding.^ Involuntarily IJdonica glanced to- 
wards the foot of the table. Mrs^ Ingram was smiling and 
nodding, her whole attention apparently fixed upon the words 
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of the grey-haired husband of Lady Margaret Miller. Yet, 
with scarcely the flicker of an eyelid — certainly without turn- 
ing her head — she contrived to send a wordless iiyunction 
to her child. 

Monica straightened her shoulders, drank some cold water, 
and addressed Mr. Claude Ashe once more. 

"Do you know Lady M%rlowe’s two daughters — ^Frederica 
and Cecily?” 

She was quite aware that he did, for she had heardTP redg'ica 
mention his name, but she had not been«able to think of any- 
thing else to say. However, it served to start a conversation 
again, and that was all that mattered. 

Ten minutes later the eye of Lady Margaret Miller had 
been successfully cayght by that of her hostess, and the 
ladies, rustling and tinkling and ihurmuridg, had passed out 
of the door and were going up the stairs, Monica naturally 
coming last. 

The comparative coolr^s of the hall and staircase came 
as a relief after the lengthy procession of. courses in the 
dining-room, the blazing lights all round the room, and the 
strained excitement of making conversation. 

There was the customary pause on the landing. 

"Would you care to ? Monica darling, show Lady 

Margaret the way upstairs Would anyone else ? 

Yes, of course, Monica will show you. Turn on the light 
over my dressing-table, darling.” 

‘As if one wouldn’t have tliought of that without being 
told! Naturally pfeople woqjd want to powder their noses. 
Nearly every face was flushed and |hining. 

Monica seized an opportunity to fly upstairs to her own 
room and use her powder-puff vigorously. Heavens, it was 
only ten o’clock, and they weren’t to start ‘ill eleven! It 
wouldn’t have been as early as that, if her mother hadn’t 
been one of the hostesses. 

She hurried dowij again, and then sedately follo\^d in the 
rear of the procession of descending ladies. 

Mrs. Ingram had said: 
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“Before the men come up, after dinner, you must talk to 
one or two of the girls. It's the greatest possible mistake to 
think thf t it doesn't matter about making friends with other 
girls. It's most important. They can help you in all kinds of 
ways." 

In one way especially, of course, Monica understood per- 
fectly. It was throifgh the good offices of other, slightly older, 
girls, that one might hope to meet young men. 

Monica, reflecting thus, talked very readily to the other 
girls present, none -of whom she knew very well. Lady 
Margaret Miller also spoke to her, and one or two of the 
elder ladies. 

They all sai^ tlie same thing. 

“How do you like being grown-up?" 

“Is this your fifst ball.'^'' 

One woman said: “My girl must introduce some of her 
partners to you. It makes such a difference," she added, as 
if half apologetically, to Monica's, mother. “It makes such 
a difference, having been out a year or two. They've made 
their own friends by then." 

“Of course," Mrs. Ingram agreed. 

“It won't be long, I'm sure, I^^eforc Monica lias plenty of 
friends of her own." 

They both lauglied a little, but Monica felt that the eyes 
of her seniors had rested upon her with approval. She returned 
to make conversation with her contemporaries, all of them 
more or less covertly on the alert for the arrival of the men 
from the dining-room. When, , however, the door at last 
opened, they talked to pne another with added animation, 
and were careful not to turn round. 

It seemed quite a long while before a general movement 
actually took place, and then, to her dismay, Monica found 
that she was still talking to another girl and that all the men 
seemed to be occupied with somebody else. 

It wa^ disappointing, and rather hymiliating. Monica 
hoped, without much conviction, that her mother would not 
notice. However, it did not last tong. 
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Lady Margaret Miller, very tactfully, said that it was a 
shame to keep the young things from their dsincing, and that 
in any case she was sure dear Mrs. Ingranj ought^o be at 
the Ritz not a moment later than eleven o’clock. 

There was an unconvincing demur from Mrs. Ingram, a 
general movement, and then Monica's father rang the bell 
and cabs and carriages ^ere ordered. "Wie brougham had 
been in waiting for nearly an hour. 

"We shall meet later, then.” 

"I shall see you at the Ritz.” 

"I'll wait just outside the ball-room. It’s been too delight- 
ful, coming here to-night. . . .” 

"I hope yoti’ll enjoy your first ball, Monica, and dance 
every single dance.” 

The party dispersed. Not all bf them Vere going on to 
the ball. Some of the elder people had declined it and several 
others were due first at an Embassy reception. 

"Now, Monica — let m^ jiave a look at you. Yes, very nice, 
darling. Your hair has kept in beautifully. Run upstairs and 
powder your nose and get*your cloak, and we’ll start at once.” 

In the brougham Mrs. Ingram was tense and preoccupied. 
Monica and her father talked to one anotlier — but not very 
mucli. 

"How did you get on at Sinner, eh?” 

"Quite well, thank ybu, father. I enjoyed it very much.” 

“That’s right, my little girl. You looked very nice, and I 
thought you seemed to be having quite a pleasant time with 
our friends at thedinner-taj^le.” 

Mentally translating, Monica kgew t|jis meant that she 
had not fallen into any awkward silences, but had contrived 
to keep the young men on either side of her engaged in 
conversation. She felt pleased, in spite of the frcute sensation 
of suspense tliat was invading her more and more strongly 
as the climax of the evening approached. 

“We’re in very good time,” said Meg. Ingram Abruptly. 
Monica could tell ^om her tone that she, too, was nervous. 
No wonder. 
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Almost directly, as it seemed, they were at the palm-and- 
flower decked entrance to the ball-room exchanging greet- 
ings witb Lady , Marlowe, superb and yet animated in her 
low-cut green satin, with an emerald tiara, emerald necklace, 
and large fan of white ostrich-feathery 

Frederica and Cecily hovered just behind her. 

Frederica’s dres^was of pale blug with an edging of silver 
lace, and she held a bouquet of white roses. It was charao 
terisjic of fier that the /oses had already wilted in her limp 
grasp, and made a faint stain against the front of her dress. 

Cecily was in white, and held a lace handkerchief and a 
small lace fan, instead* of a bouquet. Her dress was more 
becoming than Frederica’s, and she looked prettier than her 
sister. Her thick, beautiful fair hair curved away on either 
side of her brow with an effect as different as possible from 
that produced by the hard, regular undulations inflicted by 
the curling-irons on the heads of Monica and Frederica. 

"How nice your hair looks, Cecily!’’ 

"So does yours. Was the dinner-party fun?” 

"Yes, quite. I sat between two' nltn you know — Mr. Ashe 
and Mr. Miller.” 

"Peter Miller — oh yes. He's assort of cousin of ours. Did 
you get on with him all right?” 

"Oh, quite. I liked the otlier'one better — Mr. Ashe. He 
asked me to keep some dances for Mm.” 

"Did he?” said Cecily, obviously impressed. 

"Naturally,” Frederica joined in. "Of course, everyone 
who dined at your house will ask^you for at "least two dances, 
Monica. They’ll h^ve to^ I don’t mean they won’t want to, 
of course, but it’s an understood thing.” 

Monica decided, not for the first time, that Cecily was 
much nicer than her sister. 

"Here’s the band,” murmured Cecily, and at that moment 
Lady Marlowe called them to attention. 

"Com4 along, girls! People will be arriving in a minute. 
You can chatter some other time. Now, remember; no 
dancing before twelve o'clock at* the very earliest. I shall 
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want you here, Frederica. It doesn’t matter about you, Cecily 
— in fkct, I think you’d better start dancing as soon as any- 
one asks you.” 

Lady Marlowe turned half apologetically towards Mrs. 
Ingram. 

“Don’t you think so? Three girls are really too many. Of 
course, Fricky and Mon^a must be heft to say How d’y 
do; but Cecily is almost better out of the way-^on’t you 
agree?” 

Mrs. Ingram, wording it politely^ quite evidently did 
agree. Cecily retired to a little gilt chair inside the ball-room, 
and sat there looking very unhappy, ftntil she was joined by 
the first arrivMs. 

Monica, standing; close to her mother, heard Lady Mar- 
lowe say in the clear, amused voice thsft she kept for her 
most unkind sayings: 

“My dear, be thankful that you’ve only one daughter. It’s 
all right if the elder is sjjfely married off before the younger 
one comes out; but if they’re both hanging on at home 
together, it hampers orf^ too dreadfully.” 

Monica did not look at Frederica, who must have heard. 

She knew too well the look of sick humiliation that would 
come into her eyes, the slow tide of colour that would mount 
into her face. 

Monica felt sorry fdr her. 

“Darling, wake up\” hissed her mother. 

’ People were beginning to arrive. 

Monica put bdck her shoulders, smiled brightly, and fas- 
tened her white kid gloves preparatory t® the exchange of a 
number of hand-shakes with other while kid gloves. 

She heard all the names announced in an enormous, and 
yet modulated, shout by a strange man standb'.g in the door- 
way, but people came so fast that she was not able to identify 
them. It was with quite a rush of astonished relief that she 
found herself facing white eyelashes, ancka smile tlSt seemed 
oddly familiar. 

“Oh— Mr. Ashe!” 


43 



''What about tliose dances that you promised me? When 
may I have them?” 

"I'm not to dance before twelve,” she said doubtfully. 

"Then the first waltz after twelve o'clock. I'll come for 
you here. Just the contrary of Cinderella!” 

Monica found this amusing, and looked up at him and 
laughed. There wtis something agreeable in being obliged 
to look up at him, for she was tall enough to meet the eyes 
of njpst men on a levaf\ 

For a few ininutos more Mr. Ashe stayed beside her, 
speaking to her very little, but, she felt, watching her. 
Monica became rathef self-conscious, and tried to vary the 
tones of her stereotyped ”How d'y do” and to shake hands 
at a new angle. Then, glancing round oyer her shoulder, she 
saw that he had passed on uito the ball-room. 

She wondered when it would be twelve o'clock. Soon, she 
hoped. 

The stream of arrivals had stopped, and Lady Marlowe 
was sitting down, talking and laughing with a group of 
people, mostly men. She never liad['‘any difficulty in attract- 
ing, and keeping, the attention of men, thought Monica 
enviously. 

Her own mother, her sequins glittering and her face 
becomingly flushed, was actually telling someone that supper 
was going on now. 

Then it must be twelve o'clock. 

Frederica approached Monica. 

“We can dance now,” she s^aid eagerly. “Is your card 
full.?” 

“Quite full, thank you.” 

“Who is taking you down to supper?” 

“A man who came to dinner with us. I can't remember his 
name.” 

“Our dance, 1 think. Miss Ingram.” 

It w^as Claude Ashe. 

Monica looked at her mother, received a smiling nod of 
dismissal, and went off into the crowded ball-room. There 
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was very little room for dancing, but she and Claude Ashe 
revolved as briskly as was possible. 

Monica enjoyed dancing, and the swift motion wafi a relief 
after standing so long. 

She and her partner did not speak, at first, and Monica 
had leisure to look at her own reflection in the long glasses 
on the walls. She saw thut she was wearing too serious an 
expression. Both her mother and the dancing-mjistress had 
warned her about this, and she immediately assumed an air 
of fresh, sparkling enjoyment. 

Once or twice she passed Frederica, dancing solemnly with 
Mr. Pelham. Monica could not remc*mber paving seen him 
arrive, but they exchanged bows and a smile. She wondered 
whether he would ask her to dance later. She had nothing 
left, excepting one of the "extras." 

With a little shock of compassion she saw Cecily Marlowe 
— a wall-flower — sitting at the end of a row of chaperons, 
her face blank, her eyes and mouth listless. 

Monica quickly looke^ ^way from her. 

How awful to have to sit like that — so that everybody 
knew one wasn't being a success! Monica, gracefully twirling 
round and round with hei^ partner, realized that the same 
thing might happen to herself at any time ; but at least, she 
thought, if it did, she j^vould pretend that she didn't mind a 
bit — would laugh and talk to the chaperons, so that perhaps 
people would tliink: What a nice, kind-hearted girl! She's 
ready to give up a dance for the sake of being attentive to 
her mother's friends! 

"Are you enjoying your first bali.^" Asriic asked her. 

"Oh yes." Monica threw additional vivacity into her 
manner and expression. Her mother had often told her that 
men liked a girl to seem bright and happy, and to enjoy 
things. 

"I expect you love dancing, don't you.^ You waltz most 
awfully well, if I 4nay say so." 

"Oh, I don't think I devt a bit well. I really don't." 

"Yes, you do." 
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The waltz, to Monica’s regret, came to an end. 

Mr. Ashe took her to a comer, where two small arm- 
chairs sthod beneath a potted palm. 

"Shall I get yofi an ice or anything?” 

"No, thank you, really, I shall be going down to supper 
next dance." 

Monica felt that it might be as well to let him know that. 
It was al\^ys very important to be booked for supper. If a 
man^asked if he mighf take one in to supper it meant that 
he really did want to' talk to one. 

These considerations did not formulate themselves very 
clearly in Monica’s consciousness: they were simply amongst 
the things that she knew and accepted. 

Ashe began to talk to hgr about South Wales, where his 
home was. It transpired that he liked sketching, and botany. 
He was rather apologetic about the latter taste, but said, as 
though in extenuation, that he had been allowed to make a 
hobby of it at Eton. 

Monica said that she thought botany must be very in- 
teresting. 

Had she, Claude Ashe wanted to know, ever been to 
Kew Gardens? 

Monica never had. She immediately added that she had 
always wanted to go there. 

What a triumph if this young man, whom she had only 
met to-^light for the first time, were to suggest taking her 
there! Something would have to be arranged in the way of 
chaperonage, of course, but Monica knew that that would 
all be done for her. 

She looked expectantly at him, then hastily looked away 
again. It never answered to let them see one was interested. 

"I hope,” said Mr. Ashe, in a slightly husky voice, "that 
perhaps one of these days, if you’re not too busy, you’ll let 
me arrange a little party, and go down there. I’m supposed 
to be eating my dinners in the Temple gust now, but I’ve 
got plenty of time on my hands-rSaturday afternoons, and 
all that, you know.” 
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"I’d love to,” said Monica prettily. 

She hoped that he would suggest a date, and make the 
invitation definite, for she could not help feeling that it would 
establish her at once as a success if she Could only tell her 
mother that the young man who had sat next to her at 
dinner wanted to meet her again. 

But at that moment the^rst bars of the next dance sounded. 
The atmosphere changed: there was a general movement all 
round them, and after moment they^oth stood up. 

"Would you like to find Mrs. Ingram?” said Ashe rather 
uncertainly. 

"Well — I expect my next partner is Ipoking for me,” 
Monica replied, anxious to let him know that she was in 
demand. 

"Oh, of course.” 

"Miss Ingram, may I have the pleasure of a dance with 
you?” It was Mr. Pelham, and as Monica turned towards 
him Claude Ashe bowedj and went away. 

Later on in the evenjpg he asked her for another dance, 
but she had none left, ifllonica was disappointed, but felt that 
it might be all for the best. As her mother always said, it 
made a man much keener if he didn’t see quite as much of a 
girl as he wanted to. If thi^s were made too easy for them, 
they lost interest. 

Once or twice as she was dancing, Monica caught sight 
of Mr. Ashe, also dancing. Ke was so tall that it was easy 
to distinguish him, even before the ball-room began to grow 
empty. Once they exchanged a smile. 

"Well, my darling, enjoying lyourself?” Mrs. Ingram 
asked fondly, as her child paused for a moment beside her. 

"Yes, thank you, I’m having a lovely time,” Monica 
replied fervently. She would have said that hi any case, but 
in actual fact the fervour was quite real. §hc was enjoying 
herself very much indeed. 

"Don’t get toodiot, darling — and hold yourself up.” 

"Yes, mother.” 

"Have you been down to supper yet?” 


47 



"Oh yes." 

"I hope you ate a proper meal. It’s silly to think you can 
dance alk night jvithout anything to keep you going. Girls 
arc so foolish," said Mrs. Ingrain, turning in smiling appeal 
to the nearest chaperon. 

"Oh, very foolish indeed." 

Monica was wcfi accustomed ta hearing it said that the 
young were foolish. She knew that sucli was the opinion of 
her parents and of all their contemporaries, and she vaguely 
looked forward to thtf daj^ when she should have left youth 
behind and become superior and experienced and infallible, 
herself. 

None of her other partners proved quite as interesting as 
Claude Ashe had been, and there was*a certain sameness 
about their convers’ation. 

The theatres, the band, the floor, the dances that she was 
going to — did she know the Marlowe girls well.^ 

To all of these questions, Monica returned the expected 
replies. To the .enquiry about the Mario wes she carefully 
answered that they were both great friends of hers. The im- 
prudence of ever saying anything derogatory about anybody 
had always been impressed uponi Monica. If she could And 
nothing pleasant to say about a person, then it was wiser 
to keep silence altogether. One never knew that one's words 
might not be repeated. 

So Monica proclaimed her friendship with Frederica and 
Cecily. 

Tow^ards the end of the eveiyng she exchanged a few 
words with Cecily^ stan<;^’ng waiting for the last dance on 
the programme to begin. 

"Nearly everyone’s going now. I think it's been a great 
success, don't you.^" 

"Oh yes," said Cecily listlessly. 

"Are you tired.?" 

"No, not a bit, thanks," hastily answer(^d Cecily, flushing 
and straightening herself. 

Monica remembered that Cecily, living under the daily 
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and hourly tyranny of Frederica’s morbid solicitude, never 
could endure a personal question, especially with reference 
to her own well-being. Vaguely it crossed her mind that 
intercourse with the Marlowes was terribly hampered by 
intangible restrictions and mysterious under-currents, and 
that it was no wonder they both seemed unliappy. . . . 
Almost directly a glow lof satisfaction in her own greater 
freedom of mind took the place of her compassion^e impulse. 

"I’m not a bit tired either,” she taid brightly. "But one 
of my shoes is hurting like anything, fcknew it would. I liad 
it off during dinner, but 1 tliought I was never going to 
get it on again in time.” 

"How awful!” 

"Yes, wasn’t it.^ Wlio arc you dancing tlic last dance with, 
Cecily?” 

"Mr. Pelham.” 

How dull, thought Monica. Slie herself was rather dis- 
appointed that Mr. Ashe had not asked lier for the last 
dance. He had, in fact, gone away without .saying good-bye 
to her, although she hml seen him making a polite farewell 
speech to her mother. 

The band broke into » galop, and Monica’s partner — 
rather an uninteresting young man whose name she had not 
heard when he was introduced — claimed her. 

"Straight home to f)ed after this, my darling,” she heard 
her mother murmur as she went past. 

Mrs. Ingram was sitting on a gilt chair near the door, 
every now and then obliged to jump up in order to repeive 
the thanks and good-nights of de]||rtin^ guests. 

The room was nearly empty. 

Cecily Marlowe, trailing, rather tlian dancing, drooped 
over Mr. Pelham's shoulder. He was shorte/ by an inch or 
so than she was. 

Frederica was standing beside her mother. Evidently no 
one had asked heritor the last dance. 

Suddenly the band Ijj-oke into quick time. Monica’s 
partner dashed with her across the room — then down, then 
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up again — It was exhilarating, in spite of the agony of her 
pinched toes. 

Breathless, they stopped when the music stopped. 

It was all over.* 

"Good-night — it’s been too delightful." 

“Good-night, dear Mrs. Ingram — ^thank you for such a 
delightful evening. My girl has loved every minute of it.” 

One wojnan, in a black velvet dress that Monica thought 
muck too dicolletie, saM to Mrs. Ingram: 

"Such a success, Imogen darling! I've heard everyone say- 
ing how sweet your girl is.” 

Monica blushfd and* looked away. 

"Now, my pet ” Mrs. Ingram hurried her daughter 

to the nearly empt^ cloak-room, and redeemed their wraps. 

"Mother, I never said good-night to Lady Marlowe!” 

"Never mind, I said it for you. She’s probably half-way 
home by now. I must say it’s hard on her that those two girls 
are so heavy in hand. They’ve had every chance — and yet 
look at them!” • 

"I think they danced most of the evening,” Monica could 
afford to say, with conscious superiority. 

“I should hope so, at their mother’s ball! Though I saw 
both of them sitting out once or, twice. Let it be a lesson to 
you, darling, never to let yourself see,m bored and tired and 
listless. Nothing puts men off' more quickly. Well, did you 
have a lovely time?” 

"Oh, lovely, motlier. I did enjoy it.” 

"That’s right, darling. Now**— into bed as quickly as 
possible. Parsons is sitting; up — she can undo you first, before 
she comes down to me. And let her take down your hair 
and brush it out thoroughly, Monica. Otherwise it’ll be all 
tangles to-morrow.” 

“I’m not rea^y a bit sleepy, mother. Couldn’t Parsons 
do you fifst?” 

"No, darling. You heard what mother said. You’re to 
sleep as late as you can in the morning, and ring for your 
breakfast to be brought up to you.” 
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Monica had known that there would be no escaping this. 
She did not argue, aware that it would be useless, and feeling 
also the burden of obligation laid upon her by he/ mother, 
who had taken so much trouble and spetit so much money 
in order that Monies might have a really good start, and 
meet as many young men as possible. 

At the foot of the stairs, just before going up to bed, she 
kissed her parents and made them a rather embarrassed little 
speech, thanking them, and saying hcAv much she had enjoyed 
herself. 

Her mother answered as she always did, “I don't want 
any thanks, my child. Run along no^.” 

Her father, more graciously, said: 

“That's right, n»y dear little^ girl. I'm sure you'll show 
your gratitude by being very good and bbedient and cheer- 
ful.'' 

Monica said, “Yes, father,” and went upstairs, stopping, 
directly she was out of sight, to take off her tight shoes. 

She was actually in in the dark, before she remem- 
bered, with a slight pang, that no one, after all, had proposed 
to her at her first ball. 
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CHAPTER IV 


T he season continued. 

Monica, now laifciched, was taken to balls, to dinner- 
parties and theatre-pavties, to Hurlinghani to watch the polo 
on Saturdays, and to the Days of all her mother’s friends. 

Twice her mother gaVe a girls’ luncheon-party, explaining 
that this was very important and necessary, since it was by 
making friends with other girls that Monica would receive 
invitations to pay country-house visits. 

“A girl gets far more chances in one house-party than at 
a dozen London balls,” declared Mrs. Ingram. 

Monica, of course, understood what her mother meant. 
The luncheon-parties, with Mrs. Ingram at the head of 
the table — talking very brightly and carefully and not at all 
naturally — and herself at the foot, were not very amusing, 
but they led to her being asked 'to various tea-parties, and 
even to an occasional matinee. 

Monica’s mother was, comparatively, liberal-minded. She 
allowed her child to go out to matinees with only another 
girl, and to walk in the streets of Belgravia — not the Pimlico 
end and not beyond Harvey Nicholls at the top of Sloane 
Street — escorted only by a maid.^Monica niight go in cabs, 
even hansoms, altlwugh^Tiot in omnibuses, and she might 
travel alone by train, first-class, if her mother’s maid went 
in the carriage with her. 

Frederica and Cecily Marlowe, especially Frederica, en- 
vied Monica heryemancipation. 

They had no freedom at all. 

Monica still saw more of the MarlowQs than of anybody 
else, and because of the old schoolroom intimacy, felt more 
at home with them than with ^irls nearer to her own age. 
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She was fond of Cecily, and sorry for her, although con- 
temptuous of her supineness and of her terrified evasions of 
personal contacts. Frederica, Monica did ijot really like at 
all, but she had a kind of unwilling admiration for a force 
of character that she felt, rather than understood, whilst at 
the same time she experienced a definite gratification, of 
which she was slightly ashamed, becafise she knew that 
Frederica was unpopular with men. 

It would, indeed, have been impossible not to*know this, 
for Lady Marlowe had taken up the line of jesting about it 
openly. She was half-Italian, and had a reputation for caustic 
wit. It was generally recognized thaft her daughters were a 
disappointmeht to her. Like almost every woman of her 
generation, she ha<l wished to have sons, and regarded the 
sex of her two girls as being something»between a disgrace 
and a calamity — and it was felt that she showed at least 
courage and originality, even if indifferent taste, in jeering, 
lightly and amusingly, their failure to attract. 

"If Frederica hasn’t succeeded in finding a husband by the 
time she’s twenty-five, *1 sliall give her what she’d have had 
if she’d married and let her go and live where she likes and 
do what she likes,’’ declared Lady Marlowe, laughing merrily. 
“Why not? It’s ruining any chances Cecily may have, for 
men to see Fricky trailing*about the place, with never even 
a nibble.’’ 

She had given up the fiction, once offered to her friends, 
fhat Frederica, once at least, could have married. She now 
shrugged her shoulders ^d said instead that it was very 
odd she should have unattractive Jaugljters. 

So indeed it was, for Lady hfarlowe, already twice 
widowed, could very easily have married again had she 
chosen to do so. Men liked her, and were f mused by her. 

When she gave small dinner-parties, they wanted to talk 
to her, and listen to her — ^not to either of the girls. Even at 
balls she attractejj far more attention,-with her fparkle and 
vitality, than did her two joyless, drooping daughters, trailing 
silently in her wake. 
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"Can’t you be natural and bright?" Lady Marlowe some- 
times despairingly, and yet half humorously, enquired of 
Frederia.. But Frederica continued to be neither natural nor 
bright. It was she who sometimes revolted against their 
mother. Cecily never did. But it was part of Cecily’s misery 
that Frederica’s revolts were, so often, on her behalf. 

For Frederica’s' warped and thwarted individuality had 
thrown out a strange, one-sided growth in the form of 
a violently protective*' and possessive solicitude for her 
sister. 

"Have you got a headache?" 

She could never let Cecily alone. 

"Are you tired?" 

"You won’t care for that book, Cecily. Have this one 
instead.” 

She could not even bear to let Cecily read a novel that 
might bring her into vicarious contact with life. It might 
mean that she would be hurt. It might mean that she would 
escape, or wish .to escape, from Frederica’s domination. 

Frederica, at twenty-four, woulcf manoeuvre elaborately 
to keep the newspaper out of Cecily’s view, because she did 
not like her to read it. She wanted Cecily to remain a child. 
Cecily had once, under the pressure of Lady Marlowe’s 
mockery and of Frederica’s imperative cross-questionings, 
admitted that she did think that, really, women ought to 
have the vote. 

"You can’t really think that. You don’t know enough 
about it,” Frederica declared, ipjstantly terrified by vague 
and irrational previsions j'^f Cecily wanting to join the move- 
ment, falling under strange influences, perhaps being sent 
to prison. 

And Lady Marlowe, with her clear, unkind laugh, told 
Cecily not to be^ a silly little goose. 

"These women who are making a fuss about getting a 
vote are simply hysterical old maids, or,. women who can’t 
get on with their husbands. They,,only want to make them- 
selves conspicuous. As if any woman who knew her job 
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couldn’t influence at least one man to vote the way she wants 
him to!” 

Then she looked at the two dreary young faces^ staring 
back at hers — ^Frederica’s tense and sulleg with suppressed 
rebellion, and Cecily’s secret and withdrawn, and shrugged 
her shoulders. 

“I only wish you had a man to influence, my poor child. 
If one of you doesn’t get married soon, I really think you’d 
better go into a convent, both of y<ju. Though even then, 
people would only say it was because you couldn’t find any- 
one to marry you.” 

Frederica, goaded beyond endurance, suddenly exclaimed: 

"I don’t vv»ant to get married. I hate men. I wouldn’t 
marry anyone — ^whoever it was.” . 

Lady Marlowe gazed at her in astonishpient for a moment, 
and then laughed again. 

“So you’ve got to that stage, have you?” was all she said. 

Frederica, turning aside — she would not have dared to 
leave the room without ah excuse, and was unable to speak 
— sank her teeth into the •soft flesh of her’ thin wrist xmtil 
tiny purple marks sprang into view. 

Lady Marlowe, although she often said cruel things, was 
not a cruel woman, but only an almost entirely unfeeling 
one. 

By some curious effort on the part of Nature to redress 
the balance, she had attracted to herself in the person of her 
second husband a gentle, sericus-minded, and intensely sensi- 
tive man, many .years older than herself, who had mistaken 
her liveliness for mirth, HIr hardness for courage, and her 
coarseness of fibre for a protectiv? armour, donned to con- 
ceal a passionate spirit that should reveal itself to his tender- 
ness. He was himself wholly vulnerable wh^e his affections 
were concerned, and without the resilience 01 youth. 

Very soon after his marriage he allcfwed his natural 
lethargy — from which the timid dawnings of a belated love 
had temporarily housed him — ^to take possession of him 
altogether. 
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Although he was a man to whom physical relations with 
a woman whom he no longer loved imaginatively soon 
became entirely repugnant, he felt sure that it was his duty 
to beget children^ Moreover, he lacked the moral courage 
to risk offending his wife. 

First Frederica, and then Cecily, were brought into the 
world, to inherit a quadrupled share of their father’s timidity, 
his fastidiousness, his morbid unwillingness to face unplea- 
sant facts, <iis eager dejjjre for affec tion, and his utter inability 
to compel it. 

He, like his wife, felt slightly ashamed that both the 
children should be giuls, and during their early childhood 
he found the physical side of their existence,* so inevitably 
stressed in nursery days, unpleasantly obtrusive. 

Just before Cecily’s sixth birthday her father fell ill with 
influenza. He was not very ill — ^nevertheless he died. He left 
everything to his wife — his money, the house in Belgrave 
Square, and the place in Yorkshire. There was no mention 
of his children in the will since neither was a boy. 

Lady Marlowe let tlie place in^Yt^rkshire and lived in the 
Belgrave Scpiare house. FYederica and Cecily had a French 
mademoiselle, who taught them Jo speak and write French, 
and with whom they read and reread the stories of Mme. 
de Segur and Mile. Zenaide Flefiriot, because Mademoiselle 
said that nothing else was proper f(i5r young girls — and a 
children's maid, who brushed their hair, bathed them, and 
dressed and undressed them, exactly as she had done in their 
childhood, until both were well on in their teens.- 

Hieir mother's authority wa^ supreme. No one in the 
house was allowed* to question it, but Frederica and Cecily 
least of all. If Frederica sometimes, in what her mother 
referred to as "the difficult age,” made occasional clumsy 
and defiant attempts at self-assertion, they were met with 
such open ridiciHe that she could not persist in them. She 
was both too hyper-sensitive and too ill-adjusted to find any 
means of retaliation. Her violent and unTormulated resent- 
ment of her mother's tyranny reacted upon Cecily, who had 
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thus a double yoke to bear: that of Lady Marlowe's cheerful 
bullying, and that of Frederica's morbid and possessive 
love. 

Cecily was, however, the less unhappy of the two. The 
vitality that in Frederica was suppressed and distorted, in 
Cecily was reduced to a minimum, so that her life was 
almost entirely mental. Where Frederica yearned fiercely 
for normal contacts with humanity and life, Cecily longed 
for the education tliat had been almost wholly deified to her, 
and sought refuge from all that was unendurable in her life 
in abstract speculation and pathetic, surreptitious delvings 
into such sources of learning as she ct)uld attain to in secret. 

Both girls bore an immense and unacknowledged sense of 
guilt always with tl^em, since both practised continual decep- 
tions, ranging from direct lies to subtle reservations and 
implications, in regard to one another and to their parent. 
They were never, indeed, frank with anyone — Cecily because 
she unconsciously souglif to safeguard herself against life 
by avoiding personal contacts, and Frederica because bitter- 
ness so distorted her Wsion that she could scarcely distin- 
guish the false from the true. 

They had never been friendly with other girls, but Mrs. 
Ingram's gentle insistence in forcing Monica upon them had 
led to a certain degree oflfamiliarity between the three. 

They talked more or less freely, in the Belgrave Square 
schoolroom or in the back half of Mrs. Ingram's drawing- 
room, which Monica was allowed to use as a sitting-room 
in the mornings'. 

Towards the end of Monica's ^first ^season she began, 
almost imperceptibly, to adopt an air of faint superiority 
towards Frederica. Not towards Cecily, for Cecily was too 
meek to provoke one to superiority. She wo^ld have taken 
the superiority of almost anybody for granted. 

“Fancy, that Mr. Pelham that I met liere, asks me to 
dance at every siijgle ball I see him at/^I dancetf with him 
twice on Tuesday, at the jCorrys'." 

“He's very dull though, isn't he.?'' said Frederica. 
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"Oh, I don't think so. Of course he’s rather old, but I 
don’t mind that a bit. I rather like elderly men; they’re 
easier to* talk to, I think.’’ ■ 

"Mr. Pelham is cupposed to have proposed to five different 
girls, and they all refused him. He’s dying to find a wife.’’ 

"Is he? I should have thought he’d be miles better tlian 
no one,’’ said Monlba, surprised. "He’s quite rich, isn’t he?’’ 

"I think so. But deadly. I’ve practically given up dancing 
with him,’^said Frederi"a, looking straight at Monica. 

She, too, Iiad been, at tlie Corrys’ ball, and Monica had 
seen her, with a white, stiffening face, sitting out dance after 
dance. 

"Why?” 

"I just don’t care about dancing, except with my parti- 
cular friends. I’d really ratlicr sit and watch.” 

Monica felt something that was half-way between pity for 
Frederica and anger at having it supposed that she would 
be stupid enough to believe such npnsense. 

Cecily interposed. 

"Monica, did you go to Kew Gardens with tlie Ashes?” 

"Yes, on Saturday. Alice Ashe arranged a party. It was 
rather fun.” 

"Was Claude there?” 

They always spoke of all the y5ung men whom they knew 
by their Christian names, and scrupulously addressed them 
as Mr. 

“Of course lie was,” said Frederica, laughing. "Monich 
thinks that he arranged the who|e thing for her.” 

"As a matter of .fiict, Ije did. He practically said so. Con- 
sidering he was the only person there 1 really knew — he’d 
introduced me and his sister, Alice, the day before, so that 
she could invite me.” 

"I think he looks very nice,” said Cecily. 

"He’s quite mce,” Monica threw out, with elaborate 
casualnessP 

"Boys are no use except to play about with, though.” 

"He’s twenty-six.” 

r>8 



“Is he? Oh well, that's different. I didn't realize he was 
as old as that,'' said Frederica, more respectfully. 

“Would he be any good, Monica?” Cecily enquired wist- 
fully. 

They all knew what,she meant. A man was “any good” or 
“no good” according to whether he could, or could not, ask 
one to marry him. 

“I don't know. I don't suppose he has any money. His 
people don't sound at all rich, froir* what Alice Ashe said 
about their house. They live somewhpre in Wales.” 

“And he’s a barrister, or something. Like Mr. Pelham.” 

“Yes. That would mean living in London if ” 

“Would ydu mind that?” 

“Oh no. One can, always pay visits,” said Monica cheer- 
fully. 

“It would be awfully exciting if one of us got engaged,” 
said Cecily. 

“Yes, wouldn't it. TCJic otlier two would have to be 
bridesmaids, of course.” 

“How, exactly, wouldf you have your bridesmaids dressed, 
and what colour would you choose for your going-away 
frock?” said Frederica thoi^htfully. “Let's all say in turns.” 

It was an imaginative exercise of which they were never 
tired — discussing the details of a wedding, each one visualiz- 
ing herself as its centrsil figure. Even Mrs. Ingram, Monica's 
mother, would sometimes indulge in the same pastime, alone 
with her daughter. 

It was not veiy long be^re Claude Ashe, calling on Mrs. 
Ingram only a very few days afteji the expedition to ftew, 
was smilingly told to go and find Monica in the back drawing- 
room. Monica, pleased, but rather nervous, jumped up. As 
she came forward through the looped-back blui* satin curtains 
that divided the big room, she saw, behind Claude Ashe, 
her mother's quick frown and shake of the Tiead. 

She guessed th^t she had shown too-much eagerness in 
her rapid movement to g?j2et the young man, and felt more 
self-conscious than ever. However after a few moments it 
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wore off, and she was talking almost naturally about the 
little drawings that strewed the table. 

They* were bad little drawings, copied, as Monica had 
been taught to copy, from picture-books, or Christmas cards, 
or an occasional magazine illustration. Children in Dutch 
peasant costumes, thatched cottages crouching behind ram- 
pant herbaceous IxJrders — even ducks, carrying umbrellas, or 
emerging from improbable-looking eggs. 

These copies, carefully and brightly painted with water- 
colour paint by Monica, adorned her mother’s menu- 
cards. 

"I don’t mean her \o be idle, just because she’s ‘out,’ ” 
Mrs. Ingram always said. “At least one hour at some little 
job, every day, is one of my rules.’’ 

"I say, did you” do those? How awfully clever of you,’’ 
cried Mr. Ashe. He was most appreciative and Monica felt, 
with complete satisfaction, that it wasn’t really the painting 
he was admiring — he said at once that he knew nothing 
whatever about Art — but herself. 

They were talking very happily — ^from Art they had passed 
on to politics, and Monica had admitted that she often felt 
inclined to read up Socialism, although it would shock her 
parents most dreadfully if they ever guessed it — when Mrs. 
Ingram summoned Monica to the other room. 

"You must tell me some more another time,’’ said Claude 
Ashe earnestly, as he rose to his feet. 

"I expect I’ve been boring you most frightfully, really,’’ 
Monica murmured insincerely. 

“I’ve simply loved it.^You know I have. I only hope you 
haven’t been bored.’’ 

“Oh no. I’ve loved it too.” 

Avoiding the young man’s eye, and blushing a good deal, 
Monica preceded him into the further room. 

There were several other callers there now, and she had 
no more conversation with Claude, alt)}ough she was all 
the time acutely aware of his pfcsence in the room. She 
could tell by the quick way her mother looked at lier, and 
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then away again, that she was eager to know exactly how 
tlie tite-i-tite had progressed. 

Sure enough, as soon as the lait visitor hj*i gone-^-Claude 
went away quite soon, and at a momeht when Monica, 
helping an elderly lady on with her feather boa, could only 
smile and bow — Mrs. Ingram turned to her daughter. 

"How did you and young Ashe get on, darling?” 

"Quite nicely, thank you, mother.” 

"I couldn’t leave you chatting aloi/fe with him in the back 
drawing-room any longer. It would have been much too 
marked.” 

"Yes, of course.” 

"Besides ” 

Mrs. Ingram paused so long tliat Monica, rather anxiously, 
ventured to ask: 

"Besides what, mother?” 

"Besides, though he may be a very nice young man, we’ve 
got to remember that he-isn’t, really, very much use. He’s 
too young, for one thin^ ^d there’s no money at all, even 
if he hadn’t got an elder brother.” 

Monica, disconcerted and disappointed, did not quite know 
liow to reply. She was afraid that her mother was going to 
say that she would not be allowed to be friends with Claude 
Ashe any more. 

"It’s quite all right, darling,” said Mrs. Ingram very 
kindly. "I like you to make friends of your own age, and 
one wants people to see tliat — well, that there’s someone 
running after you, more or«less. Only I want you to realize 
that you mustn’t take anything at '|11 seriously, just yet.” 

"Oh, I won’t, motlier,” said Monica, quite relieved. 

"It’s only your firsfc season, after all, and you’re very 
young. Tliough I wasn’t much older than you .are now when 
1 married.” 

Monica had very often been told that Mrs. Iiigram had 
married at eighteen, and the information always vaguely 
annoyed her. 

"I suppose you must have been very pretty when you 
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were young/' she said politely, trying not to know too 
consciously that she was saying something very nasty indeed. 

Imogen Ingram laughed*^ curtly. 

She was not ye\ forty, and although her complexion had 
faded, her hair, eyes, and teeth were' still beautiful. It was, 
of course, natural gnd suitable that she should display ample 
curves both above and below her tightly corseted waist. 
Men always preferred a full figure to a skinny one. 

“You're a little goo^se, Monica," she said kindly. “I had 
the freshness of youth, of course, as a girl, but I don't suppose 
otherwise I've altered so very much. And prettiness isn't 
really \ cry important^* darling. A great many very pretty 
girls never get a chance of marrying at all, and some quite 
plain ones turn out attractive to men. 'One never can tell. 
Father always said that he first fell in love with me because 
he thought I was natural, and unaffected, and didn't think 
about myself all the time. No really nice man ever cares 
about a girl who's affected, or self-conscious." 

Monica hoped ardently that she was neither of these 
things. 

Claude Ashe, at all events, did not think so. She was sure 
that he liked her very much. Perhaps, even, he was falling 
in love with her. If he was, would he say so — and when.? 

The season was nearly over, and Monica and her parents 
were to pay two country-house visits, spend a month in 
Scotland, and after that, said Mrs. Ingram, Monica couU 
go to the Marlowes — Lady Marlowe was taking a furnished 
house near Oxford for the whol of September — whilst her 
parents went to jo:n a la 'ge house-party where Royalty was 
to be met. 

“I wish you'd been asked too, my pet," said Mrs. Ingram, 
“but naturally people don't want young girls about. It limits 
conversation, anfl everything. When you're married, it'll be 
quite different." 

Girlhood was indeed, Monica felt, an inferior state from 
which escape was desirable at any cost. 

What a pity that one couldn't accept Claude Ashe, even 
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if he did propose! Probably, however, he never would, for 
no really nice and honourable man proposed to a girl unless 
he was in a position to offer hfer a home M least *as com- 
fortable as the one from which he was tkking her. 

A week before sho was to leave London, Monica was 
invited by Lady Margaret Miller to dipe, and go with a 
large party of young people — chaperoned by Lady Margaret’s 
married daughter — to Ae White City. 

“Yes, of course you may go,” saifl Mrs. Ingram. "I cer- 
tainly shouldn’t allow you to go to dinner-parties without 
me in the ordinary way, but an old friend like Lady Margaret 
is different. It’s very kind of her indeed, ^rite a nice little 
note and accept, Monica. You’d better let me see it.’’ 

Monica did not kke her mother’s spasmodic supervision 
of her correspondence, but there was n6 escaping from it. 
As though, she thought, she did not know all the rules about 
letter-writing, that had been impressed upon her ever since 
she could write at all! 

“Never begin a letter \^ith ‘I’ ’’ 

“Put ‘My dear So-and-so’ to a, person older or more im- 
portant than yourself.’’ 

“Always read tlirough a letter before closing it, and if 
any tiling has been left out,^ rewrite tlie letter — don’t add it 
in.’’ 

“Never put a P.S. It’s vulgar.’’ 

Avoiding these and other nitfalls, Monica wrote her 
acceptance to Lady Margaret. 

Next evening," a telephryie message came from her kind 
hostess. A young man had failed, ^or th» White City party 
— ^was there anybody whom Monica would specially like asked, 
whom Lady Margaret could invite in place of the defaulter? 

The Ingrams were finishing dinner when*Mrs. Ingram 
was called to die telephone, and Monica fould hear, from 
the little room next door, her own name and hqj mother’s 
proper expressions of gratitude and assurances that it really 
was much too kind. 

Presently Mrs. Ingram returned and explained. 
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“Oh, really, that's too good of her," said Vernon Ingram. 
“I never heard of anything so kind. Monica, do you under- 
stand thut Lady^Margaret is good enough to be suggesting 
that you should Submit to her the name of some young 
man whom you'd like her to invite to her house.^'' 

Monica felt embarrassed by her father's excessive sense 
of the privilege conferred upon her. 

“Well,^yeally,'' said Mrs. Ingram, “I don't quite know 
what to do. I told Lady Margaret I'd telephone to her the 
first thing to-morrof.v morning. Of course Monica must 
write a note as well. Now, wc must think '' 

Monica had tjiought already, but she knew better than to 
say so. 

The butler placed the dessert dishctf on the table, and 
approached Mr. Iilgraii), with the port decanter. 

Neither Mrs. Ingram nor Monica ever drank any, and 
they watched Palter's measured progress with impatience. 

The moment the door had slwt behind him, Monica's 
mother spoke. 

“It must be someone we know fairly well, otherwise it be- 
comes ratlier too marked. What about Claude Ashe, darling.^'' 

Monica nearly jumped. 

She looked at her mother, but there was no sign of any 
special significance to be seen. 

"I think he'd do very well," she replied carefully. 

"Well, then, you'd better ring him up to-morrow — or, 
wait a minute; I think it would come better from me, per- 
haps. /'// ring him up.'' 

“A very good fideaj'i- said Vernon Ingram approvingly. 
“A ni('e young fellow, and not at all likely to think anj^ 
young lady is running after him.'' 

He laughed a little as he spoke. 

“Why, father^?'' 

“Why,^. my dear child.^ Because I hope he's a modest 
young man, and because, as he's not in q position to marry 
at all, at present, he can't suppoic that he is being j)ursued 
with that end in view.'' 
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Vernon Ingram pushed back his chair from the table. 

“It's quite pleasant to have a quiet evening at home 
together, once in a while," he i^marked, as he opined the 
door for his wife and daughter. 

They left him, as qsual, for his customary quarter of an 
hour in the dining-room, whilst they sat in the drawing-room. 

Mrs. Ingram picked up the newspaper, and Monica went 
to the piano. She would not have been encouraged to read 
the newspaper, even had she wished 4o do so, ancf it would 
have been bad manners to read a bogk unless her mother 
had also been doing the same. 

So she opened “The Star Folio" iAid played Beethoven's 
Adieux and a Valtz, Sohre les Olas. 

“That will do nqw, darling," said Mrs. Ingram. "I can 
hear father coming, and he may want •to talk. Ring for 
coffee." 

Monica obeyed. 

She was not really p^^rticularly interested in either the 
Adieux or Sobre les Olas, although she vaguely liked the idea 
of herself, in a simple ^hfte frock, dreamily playing under 
the lamplight, and it always ratlier annoyed her that her 
conception of her own appearance had to be spoilt by the 
fact that, having no faculty for playing by ear, she was obliged 
always to keep her eyes fixed upon her music. 

All the time she had been playing she had been thinking 
about Claude Ashe. It made a person much more interesting 
and exciting, somehow, if you thought about him to the 
sound of music. • 

Neither of her parents mentione^ Ash^' again. The even- 
ing, to Monica’s dismay, was spent in trying to learn Bridge. 
Her father was teaching her mother as well as herself. Mrs. 
Ingram got on fairly well — she held played ^hist for many 
years — but Monica, as usual, forgot what were trumps, 
mixed clubs with spades, and persistently failed to return 
her partner's lead. 

At ten o'clock she wentiup to bed in tears. 


c 
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CHAPTER V 


M ISS Mary Collier — Miss Monica Ingram — Mr. David 
Collier — Miss Monica Ingram — Captain Christopher 
Lane — Miss Collier/ Miss Ingram. There — I think you all 
know each other now. Oh — I'm sorry — Mr. Ashe, Captain 
Lane — ^You know Miss Ingram, of course?” 

Mr. Ashe bowed, and Monica smiled. 

She was enjoying herself already, although she had only 
just arrived at Lady Margaret's house in South Audley 
Street. All the guests were young, even the chaperon of the 
party, Lady Margaret's married daughter, and her husband. 

“It was most awfully nice of ^you and your mother to 
suggest my being asked,” said Claude Ashe, in a low voice. 

“I'm so glad you were able to come,” rejoined Monica. 
She was thinking how tactful it had been of him to include 
her mother in his gratitude. Lil:e that, it didn't look as if 
he thought that Monica had — odious phrase! — been running 
after him. 

They were to have dinner at the Exhibition. 

"Let me see ” 

Lady Margaret — ^kind, short-sighted, and incurably match- 
making — ^was peering at her youthful friends, only anxious 
to please them allf and make sure that those who wanted 
to be together should be together. 

“Mary, supposing you and Joan”— Joan was Lady Mar- 
garet's unmarried daughter — “ go with David and — let me 
see — ^Ronald in, his car. And, Captain Lane, will you take 
care of mv daughter Dorothy, if you don't mind a taxi-cab? 
Now, what about you, Monica? Will yor and Mr. Ashe go 
in the carriage with Peter and Pachel? I dare say it'll get 
there just as soon as they will, in their machines.” 
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It was quite certain that it would do nothing of the kind, 
and everyone laughed politely at Lady Margaret's little 
joke. Everyone also agreed — ^naturally — ^td! Ker suggestions. 

Monica looked at the other girls. 

Rachel Modbury’s engagement to Peter Miller had just 
been announced, and Monica gazed at her«eagerly. She was 
not pretty, but had a fresh, cheerful face, with a slightly 
open mouth, no chin, and candid-looking hazel ey<»8. Every 
time that Peter spoke to her she giggled. On the fourth 
finger of her left hand was an enormdhs emerald. Monica 
did not care for her dress — a fussy affair of pink tulle, with 
a broad pink scarf, matching the pink bandeau that was 
bound round her fuzzy fair hair. 

Joan Miller, who ^vas much prettier, wasn't engaged to 
anybody, and she must be older than lihe Rachel girl. Monica 
wondered whether she minded. 

The girl who had been introduced as Mary Collier, 
Monica had never seen before. She was very tall and dark, 
with a slightly underhung jgw, and straight black eyebrows 
over a pair of deep grey eyes. She wore a very plain satin 
dress, of an unusual shade of green, and her thick black hair 
was parted in the middle, And had not been fluffed out at 
all. Monica decided that she certainly wasn’t pretty, although 
she miglit be called interesting-looking. 

It really did seem, although one hardly liked even to think 
such a thing, as if she herself Mere the prettiest girl there. 
Monica could not help wondering if anybody else thought so 
too. 

She had on a new frock, that h(»* motfier had said was 
exactly right for this kind of occasion. Not too much of an 
evening-dress, yet with* a charming little V-neck, of very 
palest blue satin, covered with blue net, and- with a little 
bunch of forget-me-nots at the waist. 

Did Claude Ashe think hei pretty? However mviy times 
Monica reminded herself, and was reminded, of her mother’s 
axiom, that prettiness was fiot the thing that counted most, 
she still wanted Claude Ashe to think her pretty. She felt 
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self-conscious whenever she caught his eye, and looked 
resolutely away from him and at the other men. 

Petei* Miller^was not in^the least interesting since he was 
now engaged to be married; but David Collier might be 
nice — tall and dark, like his sister, but younger-looking. The 
remaining man (,Lady Margaret's son-in-law — ^like Peter — 
did not count) was Captain Lane, and Monica had neither 
met him^ nor heard of him before. 

She was, without <|\iite knowing it, at once prepared to 
like him because he '.vas very big — a tall young man, heavily 
built, and with fair hair already receding from his temples 
at twenty-nine— and had a deep, loud, masculine voice, and 
a habit of staring down into tlie eyes of any woman with 
whom he shook hands. 

The drive was ' most amusing. It was the first time that 
Monica had been allowed to go anywhere, unchaperoned, 
with young men and girls of her own age, all of whom knew 
one another and one another's world, and in whose free- 
masonry slie felt herself to bq ipmiediatcly included. Slie 
found herself talking and. laughing quite naturally even with 
Claude Ashe — presently, indeed, it was especially with 
Claude Ashe. 

Although he was so quiet }\e could say amusing things, 
gently and unexpectedly, and Monica noticed with a thrill 
of pleasure that it was her eyes that he sought with his 
own, when they all laughed together. 

Tlie party had arranged to meet at the entrance and to 
have dinner on arrival. Monic^i wondered if Claude Ashe 
would take the c'liair n^-xt to hers at dinner. Surely, surely, 
if he did, that would almost amount to a proof. 

“Ladies and gentlemen, sort yourselves, as the parson said 
at the double wedding," cried Dorothy humorously, and they 
all laughed agjin. 

“May I come here.^" said Claude, and he put his hand on 
the chair next to Monica's. 

She felt more and more exccted and happy as the gay, 
noisy dinner went on. Dorothy's husband had ordered cham- 
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pagne, and although Monica, who still hated the unaccus- 
tomed taste, only sipped at hers, she felt that her face was 
becoming flushed, and her voiae and hpr. laught<R' much 
readier than usual. 

On her other side sa^t Captain Lane, and presently he was 
rallying her about her bunch of forget-me-nots, as though 
they had known one another for years. 

"When are you going to stop talking to that fellow, and 
talk to me instead?” Claude murmurad jealously. 

Monica was intoxicated with succes% 

After dinner, they all wandered about together for a little 
while, then gradually drifted to the Afnusements. 

"Let's go on the switchback.” 

"The water-chute js ripping.” 

"Oh yes, do let’s go on the water-chute!” 

It was Claude who helped Monica into the boat, and sat 
next to her. She was aware of his presence, even in the tense 
excitement of approaching the steep slope down which the 
boat was to dash. . . . 

"Oh — oh — I’m terrifitjd.'. . . Is it safe?” 

"It’s all right!” 

They all screamed as the,boat shot over the edge. 

Monica, clutching the edge of the lx)at as it rocked madly 
into smoothness again, felt' what a mercy it was that she 
had retained presence of mind enough not to grasp at her 
neighbour, which would have been embarrassing. 

■"Did you like it?” 

"Oh, it was glorious!” 

"Come on; let’s go down againL They* say it’s more fun 
when you’re used to it.” 

"Well, I shan’t. I thjpk it’s simply awful,” declared Joan 
Miller. "I’m going on the switchback. I’m sme it’s a much 
more painless death.” 

Laughing with and at one another, they formed into small, 
separate parties, h^unica, with Claude Ashe, CapTain Lane, 
and Mary Collier, prepared to enjoy again the thrill of the 
water-chute. 
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This time she shared her small seat in the boat with 
Captain Lane. He took up a great deal more room than 
Claude t.\she had ^one, she could not help noticing. 

A number of pfcople had crowded in front of them — they 
were in the last seat of all, and Mary Collier and Claude 
Ashe, unable to get places at all, stood laughing and making 
signs that they w6uld get into the next boat. 

“We’re off!’’ 

“Hold 'tight!” 

**Ow-ozt>!” The gipl in front of Monica was screaming. 

Monica did not scream. She caught her breath, and, half 
jubilant and half alarmed, turned to Captain Lane. 

He smiled down at her — an attractive srtiile, revealing 
admirable teeth ; and at the same instai^t the boatman called 
out a warning: “Off she goes!” 

Monica gasp>ed involuntarily. 

At almost the same instant she felt Lane’s arm round her 
waist, and, as the boat shot over the waterfall, he caught her 
closely to him. 

Sensations as unfamiliar as they \wre exciting rushed upon 
Monica. 

In one bewildering moment she felt profoundly shocked 
and unspeakably elated. 

The boat rocked. . . . Lane 'relaxed his hold, shifted his 
arm slightly, and, holding Monica by the shoulder, gently 
forced her to look round at him. 

“Wasn’t that wonderful.^” 

Monica had not the least idea what she ought to say. 
Instinctively, she seferre^ everything, as she had been taught 
to do from babyhood, to the bar of her mother’s judgment, 
and she knew, of course, that her another would say that 
Captain Lane was behaving like a cad, and that Monica 
must instantly make it clear to him that she was Not that 
Kind of Girl. * 

Monica*, did not, however, know how po do this. 

Worse still, she did not want tQ do it. 

“Did you enjoy it?” 
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She pretended to think that he meant the waterfall. 

“I wasn't as frightened as I was the first time.” 

He laughed. 

“Where are the others?” said Monica fturriedly. 

"I don't know — and, what's more, I don't think I very 
much care. Neither do you.” 

“But I do!” Monica said without conviction. 

She could not resist looking up at him as she spoke, and 
he looked down into her eyes and laughed. 

“I'm not going to let Ashe monopolize you as he did at 
dinner. It's my turn now — I've been waiting for it all the 
evening. Mind that step!” 

He put his hand beneath her elbow, steadying her as she 
got out of the boat^ and again that unfamiliar thrill went 
all through her. 

“Have you been on the switchback yet?” 

“No.” 

“Come on, then. We'll.go.” 

He was being masterful, exactly like the people in books! 
Monica found it entrancing. She had never felt in the least 
like this with Claude Ashe, who was not masterful at all, 
and indeed, in a few minutes she had forgotten the very 
existence of Claude Ashe. 

Christopher Lane was saying things in his deep, booming 
voice. 

“I didn't think I was going to meet anyone like you this 
evening. Joan asked me, and she said the Colliers were 
coming and a Miss Ingra^ who was only just out, and I 
wasn't a bit interested. I don't lik^ girls.who are only just 
out.” 

“Never?” 

“Well, hardly ever,” Lane laughed. 

Monica thought the repartee brilliant. 

“7'm always frightened of people who are older than I 
am.” 

“Always?” 

“Well, nearly always.” 


71 



They laughed together. It was wonderful. 

On tlie switchback Lane asked if she was nervous. 

'‘Ter#ified,” sai^ Monica, not certain of what the answer 
might lead to, but knowing that was what he meant her to say. 

‘‘I'll hold your hand,” he promptly .declared. 

His clasp was gentle, and yet strong and protective. Again, 
the feeling of being at once shocked and delighted went all 
through her, but this time pleasure and wild excitement pre- 
dominated over every other sensation. 

Down, and up again, flew the little trolley — ^Lane's large 
hand tightened upon Monica’s and instinctively her fingers 
returned the pressure. 

The car negotiated a sharp curve, and Monida, unresisting, 
was swung against his shoulder. When /he end of the brief, 
nerve-racking transit wa^ reached she was almost lying in liis 
arms. 

He released her instantly as the motion ceased, but kept 
her hand in his. 

‘‘Would you have liked that better with Ashe?” 

Monica shook her head. 

‘‘Let’s do it again, shall we?” 

‘‘I — I don’t think so.” 

Christopher Lane immediately bought two more tickets 
for the next journey, for which the trolleys were already 
filling up again. 

‘‘Are you angry with me?” 

Monica, feeling sure she ought to say Yes, but afraid that 
if she did he might believe her, j?nd not like her any more, 
said nothing. 

‘‘You’re not really, are you?” 

His voice sounded dreadfully anxious. 

She still remained silent, not looking at him. 

‘‘If you are,” said Captain Christopher Lane — and his 
voice now was grave, and rather cold — ‘‘of course. I’ll take 
you back to the others at once. Please dp tell me, if you’d 
rather I did.” 

She had vexed liitn! 
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In a panic at the thought of such a thing, Monica looked 
up at him. 

"But I wouldn't!” 

"You — darling!” 

She couldn't be certain of the word. It was lost in the 
noise going on all around them. But there was no mistaking 
the expression on his face. 

"Stand back, please — cars all full up now !” 

They were off'. , 

Monica longed ardently to feel her l^nd in his again. He 
made no movement. Incredibly — and surely involuntarily? — 
she looked round, although without %ioving. Instantly, as 
though at a signal, his hand closed over hers. 

Bliss invaded her. 

This, surely, was love — ^the most wonderful thing in life. 
Monica forgot to think about her mother, and what her 
mother would have thought and said of Captain Lane — ^forgot 
about the rest of the party— forgot about time itself. 

After the switchback, they wandered about in the semi- 
darkness, still holding han3s and talking. Christopher was 
no longer laughing and teasing her. He was talking to her 
quite seriously about himsejf, and telling her how much he 
wished that he could have met someone like her earlier in his 
life. 

"We can be friends now, though,” Monica assured him, 
earnestly and diffidently. 

"Will you really?” 

"If you really want me to.” 

"You know I do.” 

"Then I will. Of course I will. I — I'd love to.” 

“You’re the most wqnderful girl I've ever met! May I 
call you Monica?” 

"Oh!” 

She was thinking how shocked the Millers'would be, who 
knew that she had met him for the first 4ime that evening. 
They would probably speak,of it to Lady Margaret, who in 
her turn might tell Monica's mother. 
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As though he had guessed her sudden panic, Christopher 
added: “Only when we're by ourselves — Monica. Because I 
want to*6ee a great deal of you.” 

“Oh,” she crie<^ “I wish we 'weren't going away! But we 
shall be leaving London next week. I'm afraid.” 

“Then we must meet as often as possible before you go. 
What are you doifig to-morrow?” 

“Hurlingham, in the afternoon.” 

“Good*; that's easy.'i 

“Shall you be there;?” gasped Monica, hardly able to believe 
in such good fortune. 

“Of course. If there't a chance of seeing you.” 

“I shall be witli motlier.” 

“Anybody else?” 

“No one else is aoming with us, but I expect we shall meet 
people we know.” 

"One person you know, anyhow,” he said, looking into her 
eyes and smiling; and at the tingling sensation that ran 
through her veins like fire Monica forgot that for one anxious 
instant she had waited to hear hifai auk for an introduction to 
Mrs. Ingram. 

“I'm horribly afraid that I ought to take you back to the 
others now — ^wherever they may be. It's getting rather late.” 

Monica was horrified that this reminder of the time should 
have come from him rather than from herself. 

“I was just going to say that we ought to look for them,” 
she lied hurriedly. 

Christopher put his hand on her arm, drawing her further 
away from the lights. 

“I want to say good-night to you first,” he told her softly. 

Although she did not exactly Jknow what to expect, 
Monica's heart began to beat violently. 

“Oughtn't we to hurry?” 

“Not for a minute. I think you're perfectly sweet, Monica. 
'The loveliest thing I've ever seen.” 

“Oh!” 

“Do you like me a tiny bit?” 
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"You know I do,” she whispered, nearly suffocated by the 
throbbing in her breast. 

Could he be going to ask her ta marry him.'* 

Christopher put his hand under her chin, and gently tilted 
her face upwards. 

"Good-night, you little darling.” 

He bent his head. Obeying a blind instinct, Monica turned 
her face sideways, so that his kiss alighted on the middle of 
her cheek. 

For a moment the world stood still (ound her. . . . 

"There they are!” 

It was Joan Miller’s voice. 

"Is that yoil, Lane?” 

"Where on earjh have you been?” calmly enquired 
Christopher Lane. "We’ve been looking ftwyou.” 

"And we’ve been looking foryoK. fs Mr. Ashe with you?” 

"No. We left him at the water-chute,” Lane explained, 
and his manner somehow made it seem as though he and 
Monica had left the water-chute but a moment ago. 

"Oh, well, I expect w*e shall pick him up at the gate. We 
said we’d all meet there about eleven o’clock, if we got 
separated. Rachel wants t<\get home. Her mother said she 
wasn’t to be late.” 

Scarcely knowing what she did, Monica walked on with 
tlie others. They were all there, excepting Claude Ashe. 

Christopher Lane was no longer beside her. She could hear 
hitn talking to Joan. 

“Hasn’t it been fun?” said Rachel Modbury, in her flat, 
unenthusiastic voice that always had Jhe same faintly pleasant 
inflections. 

"Yes, perfectly gloriqus.” 

At the entrance they found a tall form standing rather 
aimlessly. 

"Oh, there’s Mr. Ashe. Good!” The youilg chaperon was 
evidently relieved |t having collected all4aer party again. 

"Now, how tire' we goiqg home? The same way that we 
came?” 
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"No, Dorothy,” said her sister. “We'd better divide up 
according to the directions we're going in — ^you know what 
I mean." 

Discussion, andT a certain amount of giggling, ensued. 
Rachel's mother had sent a car for her,,and Peter insisted that 
he must see her safely home. 

“Monica, you’re Eaton Square, and the Colliers are Eaton 
Place — ^lia^'t you better all go together?” 

“We're taking a tax*,” said Mary Collier. “Can't we give 
you a lift. Miss Ingra/n?” 

“May I ask for one in the same direction?” Christopher 
enquired. 

“Certainly.” 

“What about you, Mr. Ashe? Can we? ?” 

“I shall go by die IJistrict Railway,” replied Mr. Aslie 
sepulchrally. 

He was standing next to Monica. 

“Good-night, and thank you most awfully for — for sug- 
gesting that I sliould come to-night.” 

Monica shook hands with him fnechanically. His hand 
seemed extraordinarily limp as it held hers loosely for an 
instant and tlien let it drop. She returned tlie long look that 
he gave her quite unseeingly; and he turned away and said 
good-bye to the others without another word to Monica. 

The drive back tlirough the comparatively empty streets 
was a swift and rather silent one. Monica leaned back in her 
comer next to Mary Collier, feeling all at once more tired 
than ever in her life before. 

Christopher Lane an^ David Collier sat opposite, and 
whenever the light of a street-lamp fell upon them Monica 
could see that Christopher was looking at her. 

“Which comes first — ^you or us?” demanded Mary Collier. 

“We'd better drop Miss Ingram first, I should think,” her 
brother returned courteously. 

At the fngrams’ door, both young men^ot out. 

“Shall I ring?” asked Christopljer. He was half-way to the 
bell already. 
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Monica had no latcli key, but the taxi, driving into the 
quiet square, had evidently been heard, for a light. appeared 
above the fanlight. 

"It’s all right.” 

She exchanged polite thanks and farewells witli the 
Colliers. 

"Good-night,” said Christopher Lane, very low and 
quickly. He crushed her fingers tightly in his. "<#ood-night, 
Monica darling. Don’t forget to-mA'row, at Hurlinghain.” 

"As if I could!” Monica answered* under her breath. She 
released her hand and sprang forward, just as the door 
opened. 

"Thank you, William,” said Monica to the footman. She 
had been taught to»rcward servants for such extra services as 
sitting up at night by a smile and a»fcw polite words, and she 
now saw with surprise that the clock in the hall showed it to 
be long past midnight. 

"I hope you’ve had ai})leasant evening, Miss.” 

"Yes, thank you. V^yr ' 

"Madam desired that you woqjid go to her room at once on 
your return, Miss Monica.” 

"All right, William. l*liank you. Good-night.” 

"Good-night, Miss Monica.” 

Monica had known that there would be no escaping the 
visit to her mother’s bedroom — ^nor the glass of detested hot 
.milk that she felt certain awaiU-d her there. 

She went slowly upstairs, leaving W’illiam to extinguish 
the light in the hall befor® retiring to the basement where he 
slept. 

There was no light to be seen under her mother’s door, 
but this did not releasft Monica from the obligation of knock- 
ing softly upon it, 

"Come in.” 

Mrs. Ingram sat up in the big double bed and*switched on 
the green-shaded* bedside lamp as her daughter came in. To 
Monica, there was nothir^ strange, or even unfamiliar, in the 
astonishing difference between her mother up and dressed 
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and her mother in bed; for she was acx:ustomed to the double 
row of steel wavers, the absence of tight stays, the flannel 
nightgown and bluf wool lied-jacket, and the cold cream 
that glistened upon her mother’s face and neck. 

"Darling, you're very late. Who brought you home?” 

"A girl called Miry Collier and her brother, and a — a 
friend of theirs. Captain Lane.” 

"Did you enjoy your evening?” 

"Yes, awfully. It was great fun.” 

"I’m very glad. Noftr, drink some hot milk, and then off 
you go to bed. You’ll lose all your freshness if you don’t get 
enough sleep.” . , 

Mrs. Ingram lit the little spirit-lamp that stood in readiness 
on the bedside table, and heated the milk in the saucepan. 

"Sit down a minute, juot till your milk is ready, and tell 
me all about it.” 

Monica sat down on the arm of the easy-chair and gave her 
mother a detailed and lively account of everything in the 
evening that was of no importance whatever. When she could 
not remember, she invented, almost without knowing that 
she was doing so. 

"Wasn’t Claude Ashe very glad he’d been asked? Did he 
thank you for arranging it?” 

"Oh yes, mother.” 

At the thought of Claude Ashe a dreadful sensation of 
mingled dismay, remorse, and impatience went through 
Monica. To think that she liad felt excited, only a few hours 
earlier, because she was going to meet him\ 

"There — it’s just'not boiling. Pour it carefully into the 
cup, Monica, and then drink it while it’s hot.” 

Monica obeyed. She wanted to be albne, in her own room, 
undisturbed except by the blissful chaos of her thoughts. She 
made none of her customary protests about the milk, and 
swallowed ir nearly scalding. 

"Good girl! Run along now, and you’d «better have your 
breakfast in bed.” 

"Good-night, mother.” 
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"Good-night, darling. I’m glad you enjoyed it so much." 

Monica dutifully kissed her mother, and received and 
obeyed her injunctions to put out the ligh^t and shut'the door 
quietly — and at last was free. 

Parsons did not sitjup for Monica unless her mistress was 
out as well, and as Monica had forgotten l(p ask her mother to 
unhook her dress she had to do it for herself, which took time 
and made her arms and shoulders ache. But she acqpmplished 
it at last, threw the dress over the bdbk of a chair, and left all 
her other clothes in a heap on the floor.»Then she had to wash, 
to take down her hair and brush it out, and finally to kneel 
down for her prayers. 

An incoherent jumble of petitions came to her lips. 

Please God, let k be all right ... let him really. . . . 
Don’t let anything spoil it. . . . I’ll be So good, all my life, 
if only this can really and truly happen. . . . 

At last she had turned out the light, and was in bed. She 
went over, again and again, everything that Christopher had 
said and looked and dqne^ She felt sure that she had done 
wrong in allowing him to kiss Jier before he had actually 
proposed. Her mother would think it dreadful, and Monica 
was resolved that she should never, never know of it. 

It was a long while before she felt in the least sleepy. A 
rapturous excitement possessed her and kept her tossing from 
side to side, re-living in imagination the evening that was, 
she decided, the most wonderful evening that her life could 
ever hold. 


79 



CHAPTER VI 


M onica slept late the next morning. 

*\\'hen she woke it was to a sense of throbbing 
excitement that at firft bewildered her. 

Then she remembered: 

Christopher! 

And she was t'o see him again in the afternoon. 

Perhaps, thought Monica with awe, by this time to-morrow 
she would be engaged to be married. 

But she felt no desire*’to play the old game of pretending 
to choose her wedding-dress and the colour scheme for the 
bridesmaids. She did not want to think about anything at all, 
excepting Christopher, and the feeling of his hand clasped 
over hers, and the way he had loo'kcd'down into her eyes just 
before kissing her. 

She was not at all certain that ;>he wanted him to kiss her 
again. For one thing, it troubled her conscience very much 
indeed. She could almost hear her mother’s voice, saying that 
no young man ever respected a girl who made herself clieap. 
No young man ever wanted such a girl to marry him. He 
merely despised her. 

That didn’t, and couldn’t, apply to Christopher — but still, 
Monica was convii;,ced th^t she had done wrong. She breathed 
a fervent petition that God would not punish her by letting 
Christopher stop caring about her. 

There was a knock at the door and the housemaid entered 
with a can of hot water. 

She drew bacH the pink curtains and pulled up the blind. 
"Oh!” dried Monica involuntarily. “It isn’t raining, is it?” 
"Pouring, Miss Monica. It’s b^en coming down hard ever 
since six o’clock.” 
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It seemed too bad to be true. 

How on earth could one hope to be taken to Hurlinghain in 
pouring rain? 

A terrible constriction in her throat warned Monica that 
she was very near to t|jie ignominy of tears. 

She lay down again, her face turned away from the window, 
and did not move until Mary had put down the breakfast 
tray and gone away again. 

At eleven o’clock it was still rainiftg. 

At twelve, Mrs. Ingram said: 

“Why don’t you telephone to Frederica Marlow, and sec 
if she and Cecily are doing anything this jjfternoon? If not, 
you might arfange something together.” 

“I thought we w<:re going to Hurlingham,” said Monica 
faintly. 

“It’s too wet, darling.” 

“I think it’s clearing.” 

Mrs. Ingram, surpriso<J, glanced first at Monica’s face and 
then out of the drawing-room window. Rain still dripped from 
the black railings of thb balcony,^ the pavements slione with 
wet, and the sky was leaden. 

But it was true that it h^ stopped raining. 

“Should you be very disappointed if we didn’t go?” she 
enquired doubtfully. 

“Well, I should, rather. I do like Hurlingham, and it’s the 
last time we shall be able to go this year,” Monica faltered, 
very anxious to say neither too much nor too little. 

Her mother laughed indulgently. 

“We’ll see what it looks like af^r lunch. If the sun comes 
out, it might be possible — although I don’t like you to get 
your feet wet.” 

Tlie sun did come out. 

Monica, in an ecstasy, thanked God. 

“I really don’t know what to say,” Mrs. Ingr^ declared, 
just before one o’clock. “It certainly seems to be clearing up 
now, but it’s bound to be yet underfoot.” 

“Is that Hurlingham?” Vernon Ingram enquired. “I think 
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I could come with you this afternoon. I should like to do 
that.” 

Monica’s heart bounded. That, she knew, would settle it. 
If her father offered to escort them, and said that he would 
like to go to Hurlingham, then Hurlingham it would be. 

It was. 

Wandering demurely about the grounds with her parents, 
Monica exchanged polite greetings with their friends, and 
with one or two of hci^own. 

She saw Mary Collier, conspicuous by reason of her 
curiously marked air of distinction and upright carriage, 
walking with a good-looking, tall man, of whom Vernon 
Ingram said: 

“That’s Lord Culmstock, whose father used to be a friend 
of mine many years ago One of the most eligible young men 
in London.” 

“Is that the girl you met last night, Monica?” her mother 
asked. 

“Yes. Miss Collier.” 

“I thought so. I heard tlicre was someone,” said Mrs. 
Ingram, with a mixture of satisfaction at having her infor- 
mation confirmed, and annoyance at the good fortune of 
somebody else’s daughter. 

Monica paid very little attention. She was absorbed in 
watching for Christopher Lane. Every time that she caught 
sight in the distance of an unusually tall man her heart beat 
faster, until she saw that it was not Christopher. 

Presently they sat down to watch the game. 

“He’ll never find us h'.re,” Monica reflected despairingly. 

They were joined by Lady Margaret Miller, and two 
gentlemen whom Monica instantly dismissed from her con- 
sciousness as being elderly and uninteresting, although one 
of them sat beside her and took pains to talk to her with the 
elaborate kindliness and entire lack of conviction characteristic 
of the conversation addressed to a d^butaute by her seniors. 

Quite suddenly she saw Christopher. He was by himself, 
within four feet of her chair. 
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Monica felt herself changing colour. She bowed uncertainly, 
and he raised his hat and approached her. 

Mrs. Ingram turned. 

"Mother, this is Captain Lane,” said Monica in a small 
voice. She remembered with relief that Lady Margaret Miller 
also knew him. That would, she knew, predispose her mother 
in his favour. 

"Wake up, darling,” said her mother’s voice, laughing, 
but with an edge of sharpness to it. 

Monica, realizing that she had momentarily lost herself, 
started violently. 

"Captain Lane is asking if you would like to walk about a 
little. Joan and Peter are somewhere about, you might see if 
you can come across them.” 

Monica rose. She walked away beside thristopher Lane. 
Now that her almost terrifyingly intense desire to meet him 
again was fulfilled, she suddenly felt drained of all vitality, 
and incapable of speech. • 

They paced slowly along .without speaking. 

"Well,” said Captain Lane at last — and at the first sound 
of his voice, it was as though the blood had begun to flow 
through her veins once more*— "are you glad to see me again? 
I can’t tell you how furious I was when I saw the rain this 
morning. I was afraid you mightn’t come.” 

"I very nearly didn’t.” 

‘‘Would you have been disappointed?” 

"Frightfullyr.” 

"Tell me why.’’ 

Monica looked up at him from undbr the brim of her large 
shady hat — white lace, trimmed with pink velvet cherries. 

"You know.” 

"I don’t think I do. Besides, I should like to hear you say 
it.” 

He was talking exactly like the people in b«oks, and 
Monica felt as thoilgh she were herself a girl in a book — 
only no one, either in a boo^ or outside it, had ever been so 
radiantly happy as she felt. 
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Tliey talked and talked. Christopher told her things about 
himself — he had very little money, and he wanted to get on 
in his profession, and he thought that his Regiment would be 
going to India in the autumn — ^his people did not altogether 
understand him, and he saw very litlje of them — and he had 
never met anyone? in the world who understood everything 
he said, as Monica did. Did she feel that too.?* 

Monica felt that, and a great deal more besides. In a con- 
fused and agitated tufmoil, she signified that she, too, had 
always been lonely. -Her mother, even, did not really under- 
stand her. She had no brothers or sisters. No really intimate 
friends, even, .because almost everybody, somehow, was 
rather disappointing w hen it came to the things that mattered 
most. 

Presently, without knowing how it had happened, Monica 
found herself having tea with him at a little table, amongst 
a crowd of other little tables. 

She was past w'ondering whether her parents would be 
displeased with her or not. Slip had temporarily forgotten 
their existence. Slic waij recalled to earth by a greeting, 
spoken almost in her ear. 

''Hullo, Monica!" 

It w'as Alice Ashe, Claude's sister. 

She was a tall, plain girl, several years older than her 
brother, good-natured, and not very intelligent. 

She had appeared to take a fancy to Monica at their first 
meeting, and had suggested that they should exchange 
Christian names. 

Monica introduced Captain Lane, because she did not 
know what else to do. Alice seemed to be by herself, and she 
sat happily down at their table. The conversation became 
unreal and manufactured. 

At last Mory’ca said unhappily: 

"I expect rd better find mother again. She’ll think I'm lost." 

"Let me take you back." 

"Yes, come on," said Alice. ''Claude is somewhere about, 
Monica. I'm sure he'd love to, see you." 
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Monica was far from wishing to see Claude. She had a 
vague feeling of self-reproach and uneasiness in regard to 
Claude. He had certainly seeme^ vexed and upset after the 
expedition to Olympia, and she remembered that, since it was 
she who had procured the invitation for him, he might 
reasonably have expected to spend at least part of the evening 
with her. And she had been all the timS with Christopher 
Lane. 

Monica felt more and more like a girl in a book. 

To her relief, they did not meet Claude. Lane, however, 
just as they came within sight of Monica’s father and mother, 
saw some people whom he knew, and»excused himself. As he 
lifted his hat, "his glance at Monica was elotjuent. They had 
already discovered that they were to meet at a dance — the 
last one of the season, for Monica — at thp Ritz at the end of 
the week, and Christopher had miSde her promise to keep 
every third dance for him, and go down with him to supper. 

In a dim and remote way — since nothing seemed quite 
real to her — Monica wondered whether Frederica and Cecily 
would be astonished, if ^he^ could know what was happening 
to her. 

The moment she saw hjr mother’s face, Monica realized 
that she was slightly in disgrace, although Mrs. Ingram said 
nothing at all except: “Well, darling, here you are,’’ in a 
very bright voice. 

Sie greeted Alice Ashe with warmth, and made many 
ehquiries for Mrs. Ashe, whom she said she had not seen for 
years. 

“Mummy never comes to London now. She’s not very 
strong. I’m sorry to say.’’ 

“I’m sure you’re a great help to her.’’ 

"I try to be, of course,’’ said Alice, witt a smile that 
showed all her teeth*— very white ones, but also large and 
prominent. 

It was that smj^e, Monica felt certain, that caused Mrs. 
Ingram to say emphatically on the way home that Alice Ashe 
seemed to be a particularly nice girl. It was probably the 
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smile, also, that caused her father to reply, with very much 
tempered enthusiasm, that Alice seemed very nice indeed 
but that* her looks — ^poor tlyng — ^were not her strong point. 

He glanced at Monica as he spoke, as though involuntarily, 
and although she was careful to look as unconscious as 
possible, the tribute that she divined gratified her vanity. 
Prettiness, Monica had always heard, was not invariably the 
thing that attracted men most easily, but of course, it was 
importanf, and it was nice to know that one had up-curled 
eyelashes, and a goo^ complexion, and wasn’t too short, or 
too tall, or too fat, or too thin. 

When they reached home, Monica, still apprehensive, 
attempted to go' straight upstairs. 

“Just wait a minute, dear. I want to speak to you." 

It was a formulae that, coming from either of her parents, 
never failed to cause Monica’s heart to sink. 

She meekly followed Mrs. Ingram into the library. 

"Were you with that Captain Lane all the afternoon?" 

“Well — only part of it. Part of the time I was with you and 
father.” 

“Naturally, I know you were. But I mean, of course, when 
you went oft' like that.” 

“Well, I was — ^we just — ^Alice Ashe was there, quite a 
lot." 

“That has nothing to do with what I’m asking you. I’m 
not at all angry with you, Monica, but I want you to give me 
a straightforward answer to my question at once. Were you, 
or were you not, with Captain L^e all that time?” 

Monica debated the a^antages and disadvantages of tell- 
ing a lie, and decided immediately that she was not likely to 
be able to tell a convincing one. So she looked down at her 
white kid gloves, twisted them into a ball between her hands, 
and said, with a mixture of sullenness and defiance: 

“Yes. I was."'' 

“Very well, darling. Quite right to tell, mother the truth, 
and I’m not in the least vexed witk you. But I want to talk to 
you a little, about this Captain Lane." 
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Monica's heart, already in her buckled shoes, seemed, at 
this, ready to sink through the floor. 

“Sit down, my pet.” 

“I'd rather stand.” 

“Mother said Sit down, Monica.” 

Monica sat. 

“Now listen to me, my darling. I've Dfeen hearing some- 
thing about this Captain Lane, and he hasn't got a very good 
reputation. There may be no real h^m in him — I* dare say 
there isn't — but he's not a friend I very much care about for 
you. I suppose you met him at Lady Margaret Miller's house 
last night?” 

“Yes.” 

“ 'Yes, mother.' Well, if you’ve only met him once before, 
there’s no special need to go out of youy way to have any- 
thing more to do with him. Be politfl, of course, but don’t go 
off by yourself with him as you did this afternoon, and don't 
dance with him.” 

“But mother ” Monica felt that her face was scarlet, 

and her voice full of constefnation. 

“Well?” Mrs. Ingram sounded slightly amused, but also 
slightly impatient. 

“Wliy isn’t he — ^why mayn’t I Has he done anything 

wrong?” 

“Not that I know of,” Mrs. Ingram replied serenely. “But 
I don't very much care for what I hear about him, and, in any 
cAse, he’s not anybody at all. ‘Lane’ means absolutely nothing. 
He might be anybody or nobody — ^and he certainly isn’t any- 
body. Tell me, what did Vie talk to you about this after- 
noon?” 

“Nothing, mother.” 

“My dear child, don't answer me like that It’s not only 
childish, it’s almost impertinent. How could you and Captain 
Lane have spent over two hours talking abdut nothing?” 

How indeed? 

Monica, confused, guilty, helpless, and terribly afraid of 
bursting into tears if she spoke at all, remained silent. 
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Her mother made a short, vexed sound that was not quite 
a laugh. 

"I'm Lfraid I've made a great mistake in letting you have 
all this modem freedom. If I'd been as strict with you as 
Lady Marlowe is with Frederica and Cecily, this would never 
have happened. Now, no more nonsense, Monica. I'm only 
too glad that you should enjoy yourself and make friends, but 
they must be friends that mother likes. The Ashes, now . . . 
I'm afraid poor Claudes Ashe didn't have a very amusing 
evening at the Exhibition." 

Monica understood that Lady Margaret, j^robably quite 
good-naturedly, had bc<jn talking. 

"It doesn't do a young man any harm to ^e that a girl 
isn’t running after him, and can have other friends if slie 
wants them — but sut the same time, it's very bad form to 
drop an old friend for the^sake of a new one — especially in the 
case of a young girl. I don't say there's any great harm done, 
where Claude Ashe is concerned — ^he wouldn't ever be any 
real use, anyway. Now that's all, Monica. I'm not angry witli 
you — it's natural you should makd mrstakes at your age, and 
who's to tell you about them, if not your own mother?" 

There was, as Monica and Mr§. Ingram both knew well, 
no answer to this enquiry. 

"Run along and change your .shoes," Mrs. Ingram brightly 
admonished her daughter. "And your stockings too, if they're 
damp. In fact, you'd better dress for dinner at once, it's not 
really much too early." 

Monica swallowed a hard lump^ in her throat, xfl'ent to the 
door, opened it, and then, turned round. 

"Do you want me to — to cut Captain Lane?" she asked, in 
a loud, unnatural voice. 

"Monica! Haven't you listened to a word I've been saying? 
Of course you're to be polite. Only if hei>asks you to dance or 
anything, just say you're engaged. Never mind whether you 
are or not. He'll understand." 

"Mayn't I even know why?" 

"Why? Because he's a young man whom it won't do you 
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any good to be seen about with. I’ve asked one or two people 
about him, and they all agree that he's much too apt to make 
young girls conspicuous by attentions that mean nothing at 
all. In any case, he hasn't any money, and couldn't possibly 
think of marrying. He’s no use whatever.” 

Monica, after looking dumbly at her mother for another 
moment, went out of the room. 

Upstairs in her bedroom, she locked her door — although 
not allowed to do so — and broke intoi a violent fit of crying, 
prolonging it until long after lier tear^ had ceased to be a 
relief, and had almost become an effort. 

Alternately, she rebelled and despaited. 

SIic made tip speeches — defiant, courageous, and yet 
reasonable spet'ches— that would force her parents to see 
once and for all that she had no intention of giving up Chris- 
toplier w'hatever anybody might say — and evolved a confused, 
fantastic story, of which she was herself the heroine, about an 
elopement and secret marfiage. 

Every now and then, as a sob shook her, she realized 
afresli that in less than a’week she was to be taken away from 
Ixmdon, and that before she came back again, Christopher 
would have sailed for India., 

(This final contingency sounded so romantic that Monica 
adopted it as a proliability, although Christopher had said 
that most likely the Regiment would not sail before 
November.) 

There was still the ball at the Ritz. If only one had been 
going there with a party*. But Mrs. Ingram was taking 
Monica on, after a reception, and w^uld herself chaperon her 
daughter. 

“I must write to himf” thought Monica. 

The decision comforted her a little. Moreovt r it was now 
(juite impossible to cry «ny more, and she must dress for dinner. 

With some reluctance she got up from the*bed, |aw with a 
certain satisfaction, that her tears had made an enormous 
wet patch on the pillow, andcalled "Come in!” to Mary with 
the hot water. 
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Careful sponging removed most of the traces of weeping 
from Monica’s face. She did her hair again, changed into the 
highnieCked white hjock th%t she wore on the evenings when 
the Ingrams were alone, and went downstairs. 

Both her parents were already in the drawing-room. In 
less than five minutes Monica had realized with surprise that 
her mother must have been talking to her father, that both of 
them were feeling rather sorry for her, and were endeavour- 
ing, by extra kindlinesaof manner, to console her for what — 
she supposed bitterly— they doubtless viewed as her childish 
disappointment and mortification. 

They talked of things that were supposed to interest her 
during dinner, and afterwards her father did*not suggest a 
Bridge-lesson, but said that he would go to the Club for a 
rubber, and patted her on the shoulder as he kissed her 
good-night. 

“I should read a book on the sofa, darling, if I were you,” 
said Mrs. Ingram. “And go up to bed early. All these late 
nights have made you look a little bit washed out.” 

Monica obeyed, feeling j^rateful in a dim, exhausted way. 

At half-past nine her mother sent her upstairs. 

“I'll come and tuck you up in a quarter of an hour,” said 
Mrs. Ingram — ^which meant that in a quarter of an hour 
Monica's light would be extinguished, with a tacit prohibition 
against turning it on again that night. 

She undressed, and brushed and plaited her hair as quickly 
as possible, then knelt to say her prayers. 

A rush of confused petitions yas succeeded by a kind of 
tangled explanation, addressed rather to Monica’s conscience 
than to her God, concerning the letter that she intended to 
write, in order that Christopher might loiow at once what 
had happened. This might, in a way, seem wrong, un- 
maidenly, disobedient, and even deceitful — but God must 
understand, and help her, and, above all, must not allow her 
mother to guess anything at all. Monica tijen added her usual 
nightly formula and got into bed» 

“Good-night, my pet,” said her mother. 
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“Good-night, mother," Monica made her voice sound as 
sleepy as possible. 

But Mrs. Ingram lingered. 

“Don't let your little self worry over what I said to you 
this afternoon. It's quite natural you should make mistakes 
at your age, and there’s no harm done. I dare say we shall 
meet some quite worthwhile people this summer and autumn, 
and you've got one or two friends already, haven't you?" 

“Yes, mother.", 

“We must get Claude Ashe and Alice to come and do a 
theatre with us one night when we get back again after 
Scotland. I thought she seemed such a viice girl." 

“Yes. 'Thank you very much, mother." 

“Good-night theq, darling. Go to sleep. God bless you.” 

Mrs. Ingram kissed Monica, put out the light, and went 
away, softly closing the door behind her. 

Monica, gritting her teeth, lay in the darkness. 

Experience had taught^her that it wasn’t worth while to 
turn the light on again. Mrs. Ingram had a tendency to hear 
mysterious noises in the 'eveninjg, and to make frequent 
expeditions both upstairs and down. A bar of light showing 
beneath Monica’s bedroon\ door would attract her attention 
without fail, and probably bring her into the room again for 
an explanation. 

It was not possible to cry any more — Monica had exhausted 
her capacity for tears earlier in the evening. She thought 
about Christopher Lane, recalling everything that she could 
of all he had said to her th^t afternoon, and gradually falling 
into a state between sleeping an<j waking, in which she 
evolved a series of fantastic situations, ending in an elope- 
ment and marriage, and her return home to break the news 
to her parents, wearing a wedding-ring and wifi Christopher 
beside her. 

The next morning she wrote her letter. 

It proved more difficult than she had expected'. To begin 
with, she did not know what to call him. “Captain Lane" 
seemed unnatural to a degree, but she had never yet said 
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"Christopher" except to herself. Finally she decided to have 
no formal beginning at all. 

"I arfi in great tjrouble,V she wrote. "I may not have a 
chance of dancing with you or even speaking to you, at the 
Ritz on Friday, and I do so w^ant to explain what has hap- 
pened. Nothing can malte any real dftfercnce to our friend- 
ship, but things are being made very difficulty for me at home. 
I only wish I could see you, and tell you about it all, but I 
suppose there’s no chance of that, unless you're going to any 
of the places I'm going to.*^" 

Here Monica gave a detailed list of such engagements as 
she knew had been matte for the coming week, omitting those 
to be undertaken with her mother only. 

None of them, seen from her present point of view, 
appeared very hopeful, excepting an appointment with the 
dentist at eleven o'clock on Wednesday to which she would 
have to be escorted by one of the maids, since Mrs. Ingram 
had an engagement at the same h9ur, in the opposite direc- 
tion, with her dressmaker. It would surely be possible for 
Christopher to be walking up Brook Street at five minutes to 
eleven on Wednesday morning. . . . 

Monica did not make this svggestion, but she prayed 
fervently that Christopher might make it. 

On the way to church she posted her letter, sandwiched 
discreetly between a letter addressed to her old governess 
and a picture-postcard to a small cousin who collected them. 
Actually, her mother had long ago given up any systematic 
supervision of Monica's correspondence, but occasionally, 
unexpectedly, she did scij^itinize an envelope, or desire to be 
shown its contents. 

Monica decided that she could not possibly get any reply 
from Christopher until Tuesday morning at the earliest. 
Nevertheless, she began to glance anxiously at the letters on 
the hall-taj)le mid-day on Monday. She did not even know 
his handwriting by sight, but the pqstmark would be 
Woolwich. 

No letter came on Monday,^ and she woke very early on 
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Tuesday morning, her heart already beating quickly in 
anticipation. 

Letters were never brought up*to her voom, but lafd in her 
place at the breakfast table. 

She went down early. 

Nothing — excepting a note from Fredqfica Marlowe con- 
cerning a tea-party, and an offer of a complimentary sitting 
from a fashionable photographer. 

Monica felt herself turning very hot and then very cold. 
She sat silently through breakfast, sick and numbed with 
disappointment. She felt, now, that no letter from Christopher 
would ever come at all. 

Nor did it. 

The realization thtfit he had not answered her appeal caused 
lier far greater and more real suffering than the unhappiness 
.she had felt at being told that she was to have nothing more 
to do with him. That unhappiness, she knew now, had been 
alleviated by the consciousness of persecution, and the sense 
of being the heroine of a romance. 

Everything that she had ever been told of the contempt in 
which men held a girl who "made herself cheap" came back 
to her, hurting and humiliating her unbearably. 

On Wednesday morning it rained, and Mary the house- 
maid, in her neat black, escorted Miss Monica in a four- 
wheeled cab to Brook Street. 

Monica glanced forlornly up and down the street, but there 
was no one to be seen except a policeman, and a couple of 
ladies under an umbrella, <iir down the wet pavement. 

She followed the man-servant into the waiting-room. 

A tall man, sitting near the window, rose as she came in. 
It was Christopher Ijane. 





CHAPTER VII 


M onica’s romance lasted exactly a week, from the 
moment that Christopher, whilst the maid was still 
paying the cab, suggested that she should be sent to do an 
errand. 

"But what?” gasped*'Monica. 

"To buy a book — anything. Wliatever sounds natural.” 
It did not seem to Monica that anything could sound 
natural, but she reriiembpred that she did want a new sponge- 
bag and a fine comb, and in an oddly wavering voice she 
suggested that Mary should "save time” by going in search 
of these articles. 

Mary looked rather surprised^ but the rain had stopped, 
and possibly, although thi^ did not occur to Monica, she was 
not averse from a walk in the streets by herself. 

She obediently went out agaim 

"You poor little darling,” said Christopher's deep voice, 
"what have they been doing to you?” 

Bliss invaded Monica's whole being. She surrendered in 
that instant, without knowing that .she had done so, her 
shallow, youthful judgment — that only owed such stability 
as it possessed to the careful* efforts of her parents — 
in exchange for all the ecstasies of first love, and all the 
rapturous excitement of conducting an illicit emotional 
adventure unknown to the authorities that had hitherto 
governed every moment of her life. 

The quarter ^f an hour in the waitihg-room passed like a 
flash; but before it was over Monica had promised to try and 
come to the National Gallery on the follcrwing morning and 
meet Christopher there. It was, Hb said, extremely important 
that he should speak to her. Hf had something to say to her. 
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"Aren't you ever allowed to go anywhere alone?” he 
demanded. 

"No. But I think I could briflg anodier girl who — ^who 
wouldn't be in the way: Cecily Marlowe.” 

He shook his head. 

"Better not. She'd know who I was, quite well, and might 
easily say something that would get you into trouble after- 
wards. That,” said Christopher, "is the one thing that I 
couldn't bear. No, bring your maid a^in. I could square her 
if necessary.” 

In spite of herself, Monica was shocked, and felt the sug- 
gestion to be a vulgar one. To bribe a servant to hold her 
tongue! 

Christopher was quick to see his mistake. 

"Don’t look so scared, my pretty ond*, it’ll be all right. 
You can tell her to go and look at the pictures in the other 
galleries, or something. I’ll meet you in No. 1, as near twelve 
o’clock as you can managc.it.” 

He pressed her hand, an<^ his touch, disturbing Monica in 
a way new and enthralling, drovq everything else from her 
mind. 

She met him in tlic National Gallery, exactly as he had 
suggested. Mary, by what Monica regarded as a piece of 
phenomenal good fortune, had a bad foot, and it was quite 
natural to tell her, as considerately as possible, to sit dowm 
on one of the seats and rest her fiot, whilst Monica went and 
looked at the pictures. 

She had wondered what ilk was that Christopher had to tell 
her — but when they were togetlier,<6he forgot about it, and 
no special communication was ever made. 

She and Christopher talked about themselves, and he told 
her that she was the most wonderful girl he had ever met, 
and that he needed arf influence like hers in (his life. He did 
not ask her to marry him, and Monica did not r»ally know 
whether they were tngaged or not. Someh6\v it hardly seemed 
to matter. In any case she I?new now that her parents would 
not allow her to marry Christopher. Her mother had as good 
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as said so. They wanted her to marry, of course, but they 
didn't want her to choose for herself, she thought scornfully. 

She was living ir a dream, unable to see beyond the ball at 
tlxe Ritz that was, so far as tliey could tell, to be their last 
opportunity of meeting before Monica went away. The ball 
was to be on Friday, and she was travelling down to Sussex 
with her fatlier and mother on Saturday afternoon. 

She had told Christopher — after resolving not to — exactly 
what her mother had v^aid to her about liim, and the prohi- 
bition as to dancing >\ ith him. 

"People are very unjust, sometimes,” lie said quietly. "I 
know that one or two iiiothers have taken up the attitude that 
I’m not a fit person to trust their daughters with, even for a 
dance.” 

"But why?” 

"I’ll tell you about it some day, Monica, if you’ll let me. 
I’d like to tell you, because I know you’ll understand. But 
about Friday night. ...” 

He told her that there was a place for sitting-out on the 
roof at the Ritz, a garden covered in by an awning. Would 
she meet him up there for the tenth dance, keeping that and 
two subsequent ones free? Her mother would almost certainly 
be in the supper-room then. 

Monica promised. 

It seemed to her tliat this was to be the culminating point 
of her existence. Her imagination refused to envisage any- 
thing at all beyond it. 

On the day before the ball Fre<^erica and Cecily came round 
to Eaton Square to say good-bye. They were going with their 
mother to Oxfordshire. 

“Monica,” said Frederica, "what about Claude A.slie?” 

Monica started before she could control herself. She had 
forgotten all alxiut Claude Ashe. 

"Noth^g,” she said, in confusion. 

"Alice Ashe says that you wouldn’t feave anything to do 
with him, the night you went lO the White City. She says 
he's frightfully hurt about it.” 
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“It shows how much he likes you,” Cecily put in. “Perhaps 
he’s really in earnest, Monica.” 

“He couldn't be,” Frederica int^rposed^quickly. “hfe can’t 
ahbrd to marry — at least, not for years and years.” 

“Oh, Monica,” Cecily entreated, “do tell us if he’s pro- 
posed and you’ve refuse’d him.” 

Monica was very much tempted to reply that she had. She 
was practically certain that neitlier of the Marlowes had ever 
.received a proposal, and she knew that if she said that she 
had, it would fill Frederica’s heart wit]i envy and Cecily’s 
witli wistful admiration. 

But the risk of discovery was much^too great, if she per- 
petrated so ob'^ious a fraud. She contented herself with a 
reply implying that oyly her own tact and determination had 
averted an offer of marriage from Claude. • 

“I don’t think it’s fair,” said Monica grandly, “to let a 
man actually come to the point, if one doesn’t mean to accept 
him in the end.” 

"Of course not," said Frederica. But she said it without 
conviction, and Monica knew very well that, to Cecily and 
her sister, she had now become one of that mysterious and 
fortunate band of "girls who.^were attractive to men." 

What would they have said if they could have known 
about Christopher.? At the mere thought of him, a soft glow 
seemed to difi'use itself all over Monica. 

She could not resist talking round the subject of the ball 
on Friday, to which the Marlowes were not going; but they 
were not interested. They we^e scarcely interested in anything 
excepting themselves, their mothcrls moods, and the diffi- 
culty of ever getting married. 

When they got up to kave, Frederica said that it would be 
nice to have Monica to stay, and tlie girls ex^’ianged their 
customary meaninglesfi embrace. Frederica's kiss was as 
limp and flaccid as her hand-shake, given 'with^half-open 
mouth, like a child's. Cecily, rigid with her distaste for 
physical contact, never kisstd one at all, but touched one's 
face with her own, forcing herself to do it because it was 



expected of her. Monica had often wanted to tell her not to — 
that it didn’t matter — but, in point of fact, she thought it did 
matter^ because botjh her o^ mother and Cecily’s would have 
required an explanation, if either had perceived any omission 
in the conventional signs of affection. 

“Good-bye, Fricky. I’m awfully looking forward to coming 
to stay. Shall I bring tennis things?’’ 

“Oh yes. I should. Have you got a racquet?’’ 

“I think I have.’’ 

“Well, if not, we^can lend you one. Good-bye, Monica.’’ 

“Good-bye,” repeated Cecily. “I hope your house-parties 
will be fun.” 

“I’ll write and tell you about them.” 

They were gone, and Monica viewed their departure, as 
she did everything else, as one more landmark left behind on 
the way to Friday night and the roof-garden. 

It came at last. 

“I shan’t stay late to-night,” said Mrs. Ingram, adjusting 
her black velvet shoulder-straps, and tlien smartly tucking a 
lace handkerchief out of si^ht down the front of her dkolletage. 

“How late, mother?” 

“Well— certainly not after oi,i.e. So don’t book too many 
dances, my child.” 

How little she knows, thought Monica sentimentally, 
treasuring the anticipation of the tenth dance and the two 
following ones, already promised to Christopher. 

In the ball-room, she found that she did not know many 
people, and that her programme, did not fill up. 

Mrs. Ingram began tp look anxious. 

“Stand forward, Monica. No one can see you there. Get 
right in front of me, at once.” 

Monica, feeling extremely self-conscious, stood forward, 
and pretended absorption in tlie buttoning of her long white 
kid gloves. 

“Don’t bend your head down like thajl” came, in a sharp 
whisper, from her mother behind her. “Be ready to catch the 
eye of anyone you know.” 
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Suddenly Monica saw Claude Ashe. He bowed, hesitated, 
and then came up and asked her for a dance. 

“May I have number seven with you.?” 

"Yes, certainly," said Monica, handing him her pro- 
gramme. He put down his initials. 

She still had several dances left unclaime^. 

Mrs. Ingram, talking to a dowager, presented Monica, and 
explained that her daughter was “only just out” and knew 
very few men in the room. 

“Let me introduce one or two of my,party,” said the old 
lady good-naturedly. 

She captured two partners for hfcnica, and then Mr. 
Pelham appeared and asked her for a two-step. She thought 
him very dull, but a^epted eagerly, anxious to escape the 
humiliation and tedium of having to stand»out a dance. 

“Show me your programme,” said her mother. “How's it 
getting on.? Oh, tiiat’s better.” 

Monica had left everythpg blank after the ninth number. 

“You'd better not book any more after supper.” 

Monica's partner claimed her, and saved her from the 
necessity of replying. 

“And how do you enjqy being grown-up.?” said Mr. 
Pelham, exactly as he had said every time that he had 
had any conversation with Monica ever since their first 
meeting. 

“I like it very much.” 

“I suppose you've been having a very gay time?” 

“Yes, I've had" great fun. Of course, tlie season is really 
over now, isn't it?” 

Monica was speaking quite mechanically. She had caught 
sight of Christopher, and a delicious turmoil had invaded her. 
He was dancing with a girl in white — ^not P5‘!tty, Monica 
decided with relief — and in another moment or two it seemed 
certain that the two couples would pass one another. Mr. 
Pelham, gripping Monica rather too firmly, was steering her 
round and round in a detenfkined, uninspiring dance. 

They were close to Christopher and his partner. 


99 



"... any amount of teimis,” said the voice of Mr. 
Pelham, seeming very far away. 

"Ye^-oh, yes.'V 

Monica's eyes and Christopher’s had met, had held one 
another’s gaze for a breath-taking instant. 

“Tlien, if I accept Lady Marlowe’s Very kind invitation for 
the last week-end in the month, I hope to have the pleasure 
of meeting you.” 

"That will be delightful,” Monica replied, with only a dim 
understanding of wli^t it was that would be delightful. 

The dance came to an end. 

"Shall we find somc**vhcre to sit down?” 

They wandered, rather vaguely, in the 'wake of other 
couples. Some men always found one ^ comfortable seat in 
an interesting sitting-out place at once — and others never 
did. Monica knew already that Mr. Pelham belonged to the 
latter category. Sure enough, every alcove, every sofa and 
arm-chair, was already occupied,^ and they were obliged to 
content themselves with two uj)right gilt chairs in a rather 
draughty corridor. Then Mr. Ivlham, painstakingly, pro- 
duced remarks about the band, the state of the floor, the 
number of people present, and superiority of the country 
to the town in the montiis of July and August. 

Monica offered perfunctory assents. 

"The other day,” remarked Mr. Pelham, "I heard of a 
fellow who was sitting out a dance with a girl. They’d talked 
about all the usual things and didn’t seem to have anything 
more to say, and whatever he aj>ked her she only seemed to 
answer Yes or No — so j\'hat do you think he suddenly said?” 

"What?” 

"He suddenly asked her: *Do youHke string?* Without any 
preliminary, you know,” said Mr. Pelham, with a joyless 
appreciation of his own anecdote. "Just *Do you like string?* 
he suddenly said.” 

Monica, startled into attention, laughed uncertainly. 

"It was so absolutely pointless, you see,” Mr. Pelham 
explained. "They'd talked about all the usual things and didn’t 
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seem to have anything more to say, and so he just asked her, 
quite suddenly, ‘Do you like string?’ ” 

"What did she answer?" 

"I don't know.” 

There was a silence, until Monica, afraid lest he might 
guess that she was bewildered rather than^mused, repeated: 
“Do you like string?” and then laughed again, and said: 
"Yes, that’s rather nice.” 

“I don’t know what made me thirtk of it just now,” her 
partner said. "But it struck me as being rather good. So 
absolutely silly, you know. Do you like string?” 

He paid a further tribute of reflectitre laughter to his mot, 
in which Monica politely joined. 

Then the interval was over, and Claude Ashe, standing in 
front of Monica, was saying formally: 

"This is our dance. Miss Ingram, I believe.” 

"Well, thank you very much,” said Mr. Pelham, and 
bowed as he turned away.. 

In the relief of finding l^prself with someone of her own 
age again, Monica sprang up, g|;id to let Claude take her 
back into the ball-room and begin dancing with her. She even 
spoke to him quite naturally, and without the self-conscious- 
ness usually inseparable from conversation with a man. 

"I hardly know anybody here to-night and it’s the last 
dance I’m going to before we leave London; isn’t it a 
.shame?’ 

"Yes,j’ather. I don’t know many people either.” 

He paused, and Monica# with a rush of returning self- 
consciousness thought with dismay tliat he might have inter- 
preted her words into a hint that she had other dances to 
spare. How dreadjul, if* he should suppose that she wanted 
him to ask her for another dance! 

Claude’s next wordS, however, showed him to have been 
thinking of something else. 

"I really came t®-night because I kne<^ I should see you, 
and I — I wanted to ask you Something.” 

A pulse leapt in Monica’s t];iroat. 
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Could he possibly be going to ask her to marry him? 

To r^efuse even an entirely ineligible proposal in one's first 
season would be a triumplf. Mrs. Ingram would feel that her 
child was being a success, and would see to it that nobody 
who mattered remained unaware that Monica '"had had a 
chance." 

"Did you?" she asked faintly. 

"Yes^Have I — ^have I done anything to offend you?" 

"Of course not." 

Monica's elation left her as suddenly as it had come. She 
felt certain now that Claude Ashe, far from asking her to 
marry him, wa? going to demand an explanation of her un- 
gracious avoidance of him — and she had no explanation to 
offer. A still more childish apprehen^on disturbed her. If 
Claude Ashe were^scrigusly offended he might tell his sister 
Alice — perhaps he had done so already — and it would all 
come round to Monica’s mother, and she would certainly be 
vexed, and scold Monica. Scoldings from her mother still 
ranked as calamities in Monica'^ estimation. 

Claude Ashe, rather .awkwardly, was elaborating his 
enquiry. 

"I hope you don't think me (.'ude for speaking like this, 
but you see I really have felt most awfully worried about it. 
You see, I didn’t know what it was I’d done, exactly, but I 
felt sure that there must be something” 

"Oh no," murmured Monica unconvincingly. 

They bumped into another couple. 

"I beg your pardon," apologized Claude. 

"You see, I don’t seem to have seen anything of you the 
last time or two we’ve met, and I was afraid you might be 
annoyed about something or other." 

"But why should I be?" 

"Oh, I don'^;know.’’ 

Deadlock appeared to have been reached. They continued 
to dance in mutual dissatisfaction. 

Monica, passing her mother, received a smile and almost 
imperceptible nod of approval. Mrs. Ingram was talking to 
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an elderly man with a white moustache, and evidently point- 
ing out her daughter to him. His slight smile and apjyaising 
glance followed her for a moment? MonioOi could almost hear 
his courteous comment: "Charming, indeed! Quite charming!" 

It did not very much^elate her. Old gentlemen always said 
that kind of thing, and, anyway, old ge^lemen were not 
interesting. 

Nothing was of the least importance, excepting,the fact 
that the moment when she was to be* with Christopher was 
coming, however slowly, nearer and nearer. 

Even Claude’s anxious attempts at establishing an under- 
standing between them seemed to matter very little. 

"You’re sure you aren’t annoyed with me about any- 
thing?” he repeated. 

"Of course not." 

"I was awfully disappointed that night we went to the 
White City. I never saw anything of you at all." 

"I — I couldn’t help it. I ^didn’t know you’d mind,” faltered 
Monica. Out of the tail of hgr eye she looked for her mother. 
If she went do^vn to supper now i^ would be much too early, 
and she miglit be back in the ball-room when Christopher 
came to fetch Monica. But no, it was all right — Mrs. Ingram 
had not moved. 

And Claude’s dance had come to an end. 

They secured arm-chairs under a large palm tliat stood 
beliind a high screen. 

"MayJ get you an ice or something?” 

"Yes please, f’d like something to drink. Lemonade or 
something, please." 

She watched him go with thankfulness. She did not want 
the lemonade. She wanted to be alone, so that she could think 
about Christopher and abandon herself blissful.y to the rap- 
turous anticipations tlkit possessed her. 

Claude Ashe came back only too soon. 

"I don’t think this dance is going awfiilly well, do you? 
I mean, people are leaving*already. Of course I’m enjoying 
it tremendously myself,” he a^ded hastily. 
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Monica inwardly fell into an agony. 

If i^ople were leaving, then her mother would be certain 
to want to go very early* indeed — even earlier than she had 
said. And Monica could not even plead that her programme 
was full, for she had no dances booked between the one that 
had just ended and numbers ten, eleven, twelve, and thirteen 
— left blank on the programme, but promised to Christopher. 

She \vas almost in despair when Claude took her back to the 
ball-room again. 

“Shall we find Mes. Ingram.^" 

“Tin going to meet my partner here," lied Monica, taking 
her stand in tlje doorway, and hoping to remain there un- 
observed until her mother should have gone safely to the 
supper-room. She looked round for ClM'istopher Lane but he 
was nowhere to bt seei?. 

“I say, I hope we shall meet again before you go aw'ay," 
said Claude Ashe, lingering. 

“Yes, I do hope so." 

“Shall you be in the Park to-yiorrow' by any chance.^" 

“We might be, after, tea. Or perhaps in the morning. 
That's no good for you though, is it?" 

“Pm afraid not. But I shall try my luck round about six 
o'clock if I possibly can. There's my partner looking for me, 
I'm afraid." 

Monica forgot him the moment after he liad moved away. 

If only she could see Christopher, perhaps they could slip 
away now, instead of w aiting for Number Ten. The group of 
people round the door was thineaing rapidly and the couples 
dancing were not very> numerous. Claude Ashe had been 
right: people were leaving early. 

Monica pressed herself closer against the w'all. Usually she 
felt terribly self-con.scious if she had to stand out a dance, but 
now she was av^are of nothing at all ekeept an anxious desire 
to e.scapejier mother’s observation and to find Christopher. 
She began to pray frenzied ly and incoherently: 

“O God, let him come quieViy. O do let him come now 
before motlier sees me — plea.se, please, God. I'll be so good if 



only you'll grant me just this one thing . . . please, God. 
Send Christopher here now, this minute. ...” 

God had answered her prayer! 

Christopher was at her elbow. 

"Aren't you dancing this one? May I have it?” 

"Yes, oh yes,” she gasped. And, true t9 the tradition that 
she must always, always appear to be in request, Monica 
added breathlessly: 

"I expect my partner made a muddle — or I did — lie hasn't 
turned up ” 

She followed Christopher Lane out of the ball-room — 
followed him blindly and with a wildlj^ beatijig heart, up and 
up, until they "femerged into a dimly-lit coolness, a deserted 
square of roof-garder^ tented in with an awning and furnished 
with wicker chairs and cushions. Christopher, seeming to 
tower in the low-roofed enclosure, cast a swift glance round. 

"We've got it to ourselves, thank Heaven!” 

He turned to face Monipa. 

She did not know exactly what it was that she expected, 
but Christopher Lane gave her nojtime to wonder. He caught 
her in his arms and kissed her mouth and eyes passionately. 

Completely carried away, Monica, her arms round his 
neck, her body pressed against his, returned his kisses. When 
at last his mouth released hers, Christopher almost lifted lier 
to a chair, and sank down beside lier, one hand cla.sping botli 
of hers. 

"Momca — darling — I love you.” 

"I love you,” she whispejed. 

No one came to disturb them. Evun the sound of the music 
far below was almost inaudible. 

Monica let Christopher kiss her again and again. Intoxi- 
cated, she felt that for the first time she undet-.tood and was 
experiencing, the real meaning of life. 

Time no longer existed. 

It was with a wolent start she was 'rt'called to reality, 
when the roof-garden was* invaded by half a dozen noisy 
intruders. 
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Monica, half lying in her lover’s arms, sprang erect, and 
put bot;|i hands to her wildly disordered hair. 

"Oh, I must go (^wn. I« don’t know what time it is — ^how 
long w’e’ve been here ’’ 

"It’s all right, swcctlieart. I’m sure it is.’’ 

He did not, however, attempt to detain her, and they 
went down the stairs. 

Moni(j? would have gone straight back to the ball-room, 
but Christopher laid a hand on her arm. 

"I think you’d better slip into the ladies’ dressing-room 
first,’’ he said very low, and smiling at her. "Your hair just 
wants a touch.’’ 

I 

Blushing hotly, Monica obeyed. 

The cloak-room was empty, except fyr a maid who looked 
rather strangely at Monica. 

She dared not linger, but put her hair in order as quickly 
as possible, and powdered her burning face. Her eyes shone 
back at her from the glass with ,an extraordinary effect of 
size and brilliancy. 

Feeling certain that Christopher had waited for her in the 
corridor outside, Monica turned swiftly, and almost collided 
with her mother in the doorway e 

Unaware of the instant alteration in her own expression, 
Monica only realized that her mother was deeply disturbed. 

"Monica! I've been looking for you everywhere. Where 
have you been?” 

"I— I— Is it late?” 

"Yes. Put on your cloak dircetjy.” 

Involuntarily Monica’^, eyes went to the corridor beyond. 
Mrs. Ingram had swept past her into the cloak-room. 

Christopher Lane was nowhere tod)e seen. 

Monica and her mother received their wraps in silence, 
and in silence went to the entrance. Everywhere, lights were 
being extinguished. The brougham stood, almost alone, at the 
kerb. 

Then the ball was over? 

Monica dared not speak. She had never in her life been so 
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frightened, but underlying her fright and quite definite sense 
of guilt was the rapturous memory of what had happened. 
She could not feel that anything dse wolild really matter in 
the end. 

Her mother did not speak at all. She was very pale, and her 
lips were closely compressed. In the darkaess of the narrow 
brougham she drew her fur-and-satin wrap closely round her 
shoulders and leant back in the comer, avoiding any contact 
with Monica. 

Once, as the car took them swiftly down the empty breadth 
of Piccadilly, Monica attempted to speak. 

"Pm very sorry " 

Mrs. Ingram winced, and put up her white-gloved hand in 
a quick movement. 

“No, I don't want to hear anytljing at all until we get 
home." 

Then they were to have it out at once — ^not wait until the 
morning? That, at least, was a relief. 

Eaton Square was rcachecj only too quickly. 

As they passed through the hall, Monica saw that it was 
past three o'clock. 

Mrs. Ingram went straight into the library, switched on one 
green-shaded reading-lamp, and shut the door behind Monica. 
Then she turned and faced her daughter. 

Monica was prepared to hear that she had behaved dis- 
gracefully in disappearing from he ball-room, and in keeping 
her mother waiting interminably, and she had a graver fear 
that her mother knew, or meant to find out, with whom she 
had spent the evening. Beneath all ker fear and shame exul- 
tation still possessed her, and she fe^t like the heroine of a 
novel. Moreover, she Hkd made up her mind, swiftly and on 
impulse, to tell the truth. It would have to cbine out in the 
end, and her parents had better understand jit once that she 
and Christopher were in earnest. They hadn'% had time 
to discuss anything at all, reflected Monica in blissful 
astonishment, but they loved one another, and what else 
mattered? 
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She clenched her hands beneath her cloak, bracing herself 
to ine^t her mother's severity. 

But Mrs. Ingi^im, after one long, unwavering look, 
astonished and terrified Monica by suddenly dropping into a 
chair, covering her face with her hands, and breaking into 
hard, irrepressible sobs. 
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CHAPTER VIII 


I T WAS not at once — it was not, indeed, for years — that 
Monica fully realized the disastrous results of h*er love- 
affair with Christopher Lane. Yet, eveii on her return home 
after the ball, she learnt something of the extent to which she 
had jeopardized her own chances of haq>piness and success in 
life. 

Imogen Ingram, with tears pouring down her face, terrified 
her daughter the more because she was Jieartbroken rather 
than angry. 

“How could you do it, Monica — ^how could you, darling? 
A man who isn’t even a gentleman!” 

“He is — he m!” Monica protested passionately, for she 
thought the accusation a m5st terrible one. To say that man 
wasn't a gentleman was to put Ifim outside one’s life alto- 
gether and for always. 

“You know nothing about him — except that I told you to 
have nothing more to do with him. And now you see how right 
I was. As if a gentleman would ever have behaved like that 
to a young girl!” 

For Mrs. Ingram had known, without questioning Monica 
at all, tlfat Captain I.anc had been her companion. Someone 
had seen them leaving the ball-rooii^ and had innocently said 
so when Mrs. Ingram began to enquire anxiously where 
Monica could be. No oae, it appeared, had known about the 
sitting-out place on the roof. 

“I went round evevy where, myself, as quietly as I could 
without letting anyone know what I was dofiig — but, natur- 
ally, I couldn’t go ^ver the whole of that -huge building — and 
I hadn’t any idea there wJk such a place as a root-garden. 
Was anyone else up there?” 
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“Not at first. Right at the end, one or two people came up. 
No one I know,” said Monica liastily. “Oh mother, I hadn't 
the leak idea it wag so late.” 

“Late! Everything was over. I had to pretend that you'd 
gone home with friends, and skulk about near the dressing- 
rooms, waiting you — but it's no Use hoping that people 
won't come to hear about it. That kind of thing always gets 
out, sooner or later.” 

“Howr” faltered Monica. 

“Do you suppose that a man like that is going to keep it 
to himself?” her mother enquired bitterly. “When a girl 
makes herself cheap, a young man loses his respect for her — 
naturally — and is quite ready to laugh about her with his 
friends afterwards.” 

“He's not like that.” 

“How do you kiiowr" said her mother sharply. "You 
know nothing whatever about him, except that lie has a very 
bad reputation and flirts with any girl who’s weak and silly 
enough to give him the cliancc — and that he's behaved with 
you as a cad always does behave. Monica” — ^her mother 
drew a long breath — “it makes me perfectly sick to have to 
ask you such a thing, but 1 must ^io it. Did he take any liber- 
ties with you?” 

Monica turned .scarlet, and Mrs. Ingram, watching her 
narrowly, groaned. 

“Did you allow him to kiss you?” 

Monica burst into tears. 

“What do you suppose father jvill say? Poor father, who's 
always been so proud of, you!” 

"Oh, don’t, don’t tell him.” 

"Of course I must tell him. How could I keep a tiling like 
that from him? Besides, he’ll have to sec tlie young man, and 
let him understand that we know what’s iiappened.” 

"But mother-^ ” 

“What?’’ 

“Can't I — wouldn’t you Shan't I — be engaged to him?” 

“Has he asked you to?” 
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Monica was unable to remember that he had. She stared at 
her mother in a miserable consternation. 

"But we're in love with one another^” she said timidly, 
at last. 

"My poor child, you don’t know what you're talking about. 
A young man who’s hoViourably in love wij^ a girl asks her to 
marry him. He doesn't behave as he might behave with a — a 
vulgar little shop-girl. Oh Monica, my poor darlipg, I do 
pray God that you haven’t destroyed your whole chances by 
this — tliis terrible business. If only we .can keep people from 
finding out!” 

Mrs. Ingram hid her face in her hdtids. 

When at laSft she looked up and dried her eyes, there was 
an air of sheer exhaustion about her that terrified Monica 
still further. 

"You must go to bed, and so mustl. Don’t come downstairs 
to-morrow morning. You can ring for breakfast when you 
wake up, and I’ll come an^ see you later, after I’ve had a talk 
with father.” 

"What will he do.'*” 

"I don’t know. Whatever it“s will be wise and right. 
Gentlemen know much moje about these things than we do. 
And I shall try and persuade him not to see Captain Lane 
until he’s got over the first shock of it all.” 

Mrs. Ingram, looking utterly worn out, preceded Monica 
upstairs. At the door of her 'wn bedroom she paused and 
drew the girl towards her. 

"My poor little thing, yipu know I’ll do everything I can 
in the world to help you. I ought ^o have looked after you 
better.” 

"No, no,” sobbed Monica, completely overwhelmed by a 
generosity that she had not expected and feltt. ;at she did not 
deserve. "Oh, please^orgive me.” 

"Yes, I do forgive you, my poor darling. Good-night. 
God bless you. Ttiy and sleep.” 

Opening the door very s'bftly, Mrs. Ingram went into her 
room, and Monica, more tire^ out tlian ever in her life before, 
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and now crying quite uncontrollably, dragged herself up- 
stairs, holding by the banisters all the way. 

She slept far sooner than rhe had expected. Her last waking 
tliought was that at least the worst was over now that dis- 
covery had come. She knew that sooner or later she would 
have to confront h^r father, but it seemed to her inconceivable 
that he should address her directly on so emotional a topic. 
They had always kept on the surface of things. He preferred 
it so, she felt certain. 

Actually, when she woke, soon after eleven o’clock, Monica 
felt hopeful, although her eyelids were stiff from crying, and 
her head ached. Christopher had said he loved her. His kisses 
had been wonderful. Perhaps it was all going *10 come right, 
as things always did in books. 

“By this time ta-morrow," thought Monica, “I may be 
engaged." 

Her first shock came when Parsons entered the room, 
and asked if she might do Miss Monica’s packing at 
once. 

“Arc we going, then, this afternoon?" 

“Yes, Miss Monica. Had you forgotten?" 

Monica had not forgotten, but she had somehow felt certain 
that the catacylsm of the night before would alter everything. 
Surely, they could not leave London before she and Chris- 
topher had met again? 

“Did mother say I might get up, Parsons?” 

“No, Miss Monica. She hoped you'd rest in bed till she 
came up to you. I daresay she wpn't be very long how. It's 
getting on for twelve o'clock. 

It was, however, more than an hour later that Imogen 
Ingram sought her daughter. 

She was much more composed, and also more disposed to 
severity than she had been the night before. 

“No, you can't get up just yet, Monica. Anyliow, you look 
completely washed out. I sliall send up a , glass of port with 
your lunch, and you’re to drink if*. Never mind whether you 
like it or not. Now, darling, listen to me. I've spoken to 
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ather — aiid it's just as well I did, for almost directly after- 
wards I had a telephone call from a friend of mine — i^’m not 
going to tell you who it was — a/id it s<^ms that this story 
has got about already.” 

Mrs. Ingram paused, and swallowed hard, but it was 
evident that she had steelt*d herself against any further dis- 
play of emotion. 

“Father says, and I think he’s quite right, that }(ou’rc so 
young it may be quite possible for you to live it down, and 
it's a very, very good tiling that wv’re leaving Ixindon 
immediately. People will have found something else to talk 
about before we bring you back to London. Bqt, oh, Monica — 
when I think— — !” 

“Mother,” said N^onica desperately, "he wants to marry 
me — I know he does.” 

“Did he say so?” 

“No — at least, not exactly.” 

“Either he did or he didn't. But he’s not in a position to 
marry, even if he w'anted to. I’m told that he has nothing at 
all, except his pay. It would be (juite impossible, and a man 
who was a gentleman wouldn’t dream of making love to a 
girl whom he couldn’t atl'ocd to marry.” 

A dreadful feeling of despair invaded Monica. 

This couldn’t be the end of everything, surely. 

She began to cry. 

Her mother looked at her in compassion and perplexity 
mingled. 

“Do you think’yourself injove with him, my poor darling?” 

Monica nodded vehemently. 

“If only it hadn’t happened like this — if only he’d been 
another kind of young man, perhaps it could somehow have 
been possible,” said Mrs. Ingram. “Any hu»<jand is better 
than none at all, as I’ve always told you, anc^of course a girl 
who’s been known to have any sort of adventurers very apt 
never to get any reail chances. Men are sd'terrified of anything 
of that sort. How could you^lo it?” 

Monica soblx.'d drearily. 
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"Don't go on crying like that. It's dreadfully bad for you 
and it wyll make your eyes so red." 

"Must we go away to-day.^" 

"Indeed we must. Besides, what would be the object of 
staying on in London.'^" 

Monica dared iif't answer tliat she thought she might see 
Christopher again, and wanted to do so more than anything 
else in thf world. Instead she asked; 

"Is father going to see — him.^" 

"No. He says much better not. It seems that his Regiment 
is likely to go out to India quite soon, and we shall take care, 
very good care, that hd' doesn't meet any of us again before 
then." 

What a lot they had managed to find^out, thought Monica 
drearilj\ It seemed mipossible to her that she and Christopher 
Lane would not meet again, and at the bottom of her heart 
was still a hope that he, who loved her, would come to her, 
and put everything right. 

"Now, darling, I needn't ask you to promise me that you 
will never, to anyone, say one word of this. Above all, not 
to Frederica and Cecily ^^arlowe. Their mother is a great 
friend of mine — Fm devoted tOiher — but she doesn't care 
what she says, so long as she has a good story to tell, and 
she knows everybody in London worth knowing. Our one 
hope is to let this die down of itself." 

"Yes, mother." 

"I'll talk to you again later. Rest a little while longer, 
darling, and you can get up afte^f lunch and come down just 
before we start. We're tleaving at three o'clock. Don't be 
afraid of meeting father — he's much upset, naturally, but he's 
quite ready to forgive you." 

Monica returned her mother's kiss. 

She felt daze^ and wretched, and entirely drained of any 
initiative. 

Presently her lunch was brought to her<.On the tray lay an 
envelope addressed to herself. 

She knew the handwriting apd tore it open, breathless. 
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"Darling little Monica, 

"I’m afraid I got you into trouble with your lad3)-mother 
last night. I'm so awfully sorrjr, and tvould have loved to 
help, but thought the best thing I could do was to clear 
out, as there really wasn't much explanation to offer, was 
there?!! Your friendship has been perfeotly wonderful, and 
I shall never forget it. — or you, needless to say, I do wish 
I’d had a chance of saying good-bye properly-»;just my 
luck that you should be leaving town just now. 

"However, who knows when we may meet again, and 
meanwhile, don’t forget me, and you may be sure that I 
shall often think of you and how sweet, you’ve been to 
me. — Yours, 

C.L. 

"P.iS. Do write sometimes.” 

Monica read tlie letter all through twice — ^the first time so 
quickly that she could hardly take in the meaning of the 
words, and the second time^very slowly. 

So it was quite true, and her mother had been right. 
Christopher Lane was a cad. ife hadn't, ever, really loved 
her and wanted to marry her. He’d just been taking advantage 
of a girl who had made herself cheap, and had allowed him to 
"take liberties” with her. 

Before the tidal wave of pain and humiliation that had risen 
on the horizon of consciousnes.*- had actually broken, engulfing 
her youth and her confidence in herself and in life, Monica 
had time for that' flash of as|onished conviction: 

Her mother bad been right all the time. 

It was a conviction from which she was never again wholly 
to free herself. 

Imogen Ingram’s despairing hope that no one need ever 
know of Monica’s indiscretion was not wholly rcT^zed. 

It was in vain ihat she invented variations of the true 
story: Monica had fallen iS love with someone who could 
not afford to marry; Monica bad broken off an engagement 
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with a very nice man whom she did not love in that way\ 
Monica ^bad been obliged to refuse someone whom she did 
love. 

None of these explanations were whole-1 leartedly accepted 
as accounting for the dimming of Monica's prettiness, tlie 
quenching of her gaiety, and the new Expression of anxiety 
that sprang now and then into lier face. 

Her sej'ond season was not a success. She began to be 
“dirticult" and to say that she did not care about dancing. 
She made no new friqiids, and slie ceased, altogetlier, to be 
attractive to men. 
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Book Tzvo 

The Anxious Years 

CHAmR I 

W ITH extraordinary rapidity fline w/is slipping by. 

MonicaVas no longer a young girl in her first season. 
She was doing her i^cond season, then her third — ^and then 
no one kept eount any more. Impej-ceptibly, she joined the 
ranks of those whose “grown-up’ '-ness was taken for granted. 
And nothing had happened. 

She could not, herself, have told at what stage it was that 
the secret, gnawing anxiety, which soon never left her, first 
came into existence. The terrible affair of Christopher I..ane 
did not seem to be directly responsible, heart-breaking and 
humiliating though it seci'^d at the time and for long after- 
wards. But when Monica came back to London after a sum- 
mer spent in desjieratc attempts to conceal from everyone 
that anything was the matter, things seemed different. 

. It had proved impossible t kecji her indiscretion entirely 
secret. jDld friends had questioned Mrs. Ingram, Lady 
Margaret Miller’s youngegt daughter had told her mother 
of various conjectures, and Alice Asiie — as tactless as she was 
kind-hearted — ^had taxed Monica directly with having fallen 
in love, adding, with in obvious wish to console her, that 
jK)or Claude was perfectly miserable. 

A landmark was reiched on the day that NJrs. Ingram, just 
liefore Monica’s twentieth birthday, said without preliminary: 

“After all, poo» Claude Ashe was very devoted to you, 
wasn’t he.? He might not l)e utterly impossible. ...” 

Two years earlier. Monies knew, her mother would not 
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have said, or felt, that Claude was anything but utterly 
impossible. That she should now view him in another light 
was the measure of her distnay, her gathering apprehension. 

Claude Ashe still asked Monica for dances when they met 
in a ballroom, and he was once or twice invited to dinner in 
Eaton Square. Monica, however, knew with intuitive cer- 
tainty that he was no longer attracted by her. Gradually she 
began to realize that the change was in herself, rather than 
in him. She was not, any longer, attractive. 

The knowledge frightened her more and more. 

It seemed impossible that she should be like Frederica and 
Cecily — one of , those * innumerable girls who would give 
anything to get married and never had the chance. Ever since 
she could remember Monica had heard, of women, young or 
middle-aged, of whbm tl)at was said, half-contemptuously and 
half-compassionately. People had only ceased to say it of 
Frederica and Cecily because it was now taken for granted, 
and, moreover, their mother had given up taking them into 
Society, and allowed them to spend most of the time in the 
country with an old govci;*ncss, with whom they still went 
for walks as they had done in their schoolroom days. Some- 
times Monica went to stay with them; but she found the 
visits depressing, and her mother still said: "Visits of that 
kind are no real use. You don't meet anybody there, do 
you?" 

"No," said Monica. 

Meeting "anybody" meant unmarried young meri. 

One was taken to country hoii’ses in order to meet them. 
If none were provided, Ar if they were young men of whom 
nobody had ever heard before, Mrs. Ingram was indignant 
and felt that Monica had been invitd^d on entirely false pre- 
tences. But gradually she was becoming less and less exacting. 
It seemed alrnost as though she v^ould have welcomed 
Monica's ingagement to anyone at all. 

Her mother's anxiety and disappointment seemed to 
Monica harder to bear than almost anything. Sometimes 
Mrs. Ingram would look at ber daughter, thinking herself 
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unobserved, with an expression of misery that was to Monica 
almost unendurable. 

Gradually it came to be an (Understood thing "between 
them that this continual preoccupation, that overshadowed 
the whole of life, must never be mentioned. 

Even when Mrs, Ingram spoke of tlje engagements of 
other younger girls, op when Monica was asked to be a 
bridesmaid at Joan Miller’s wedding, they displayed for one 
another’s benefit a detached brightness that ignored every- 
thing below the surface. 

“Young Culmstock is going to marry that tall girl — 
Mary Collier. He’s one of the most? eligible young men in 
London. I wortder how she did it.’’ 

“She’s rather good-looking, isn’t she.'’’’ said Monica with 
conscious generosity, for she had thought Mary Collier 
striking ratlicr tlian good-looking. 

“Oh no, darling,’’ said her mother quickly. “I don’t think 
SQ at all. She’s much to,o tall for one thing. Well — she’s 
brought this off, or her mother has for her. I see the wedding 
is to be quite soon. No wonder. They must be terrified of his 
shying off at the last minute.’’ 

Mrs. Ingram always assumed that any engagement must 
be a precarious affair, and that a man conferring so tremen- 
dous a benefit as marriage should be put beyond the possi- 
bility of changing his mind as quickly as possible. 

Presently Monica found tb?t most of the girls whom she 
had known in her first season had married. They w’ere always 
very nice to hei*, and invitgd her to their houses, and talked 
cheerfully about its being her turn n^xt, with only the faintest 
tinge of superiority. 

Monica, in return, •hinted gently that she had had an 
unhappy love affair, and was certain that she C( uld never care 
for anybody else, Sli« also implied that she had refused two 
or three proposals of marriage. She never ^elt really certain 
whether she was Ijplieved or not; and then one day she found 
that Mrs. Ingram was talk/bg, lightly and yet very definitely, 
about her disappointment thaj Monica did not wi.sh to marry, 
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"Of course, one doesn’t want to say too much about it, 
but tbej’e have been one or two jieople that I sliould really 
have bt*en deligbte(^^ witln-only Monica won’t take them 
seriously. She says she doesn't care alx>ut men. Well, of 
course, some girls are like that.” 

A dreadful recollection of the contemptuous incredulity 
with which she had seen similar statements received from 
other ii^others of unmarried daughters seared Monica 
through and through. Of course nobody lielieved those things 
any more than they ^lieved vague assertions about a man 
who was madly in love with one, but couldn’t afford to marry, 
or somebody who had’gone abroad and asked one to "wait 
for him.” 

Such old, familiar subterfuges deceived nobody at all. If a 
girl reached the age of twenty-five and remained unmarried 
and was in no particular request, it was perfectly obvious that 
.she and her mother had to say these things in order to try 
and save her face. But cveryliody |uiew, really, that she was 
a failure, and that men did not find her attractive. 

Even the servants knew;, thought Monica. Parsons, be- 
coming a privileged person as time went on, would enquire, 
half wistfully and half with curiosity, when they were going 
to have a wedding in the liouse. 

But after Monica’s third season she made such references 
less often. 

Vernon Ingram did not make them at all. 

He had once, after tlie episode of Christopher Lane, spoken 
very seriously to Monica, and ^jlie never willingly allow'ed 
her.self to rememl)er thaliconver.sation. He had accused her of 
nothing at all excepting vulgarity, and Monica fully realized 
all that the word implied of censure atid of shame. 

She seldom thought of Christopher nowadays. The letter 
that she had received from him had dcotroyed the illusion of 
her ardentj.youtli, and her infatuation had fallen dead with 
her self-confidence. She did not want to, think of him, and 
was glad that he had gone abroad with his regimetit and was 
no longer to be seen in I^ondoij.. 
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Monica was utterly dissatisfied and afraid to admit it, even 
to herself, when she met Carol Anderson at a wedding. 

It was a secret misery now, tft Monica, to attend a wed- 
ding, and she knew that her mother, too, suffered; but they 
always went, with a gallant pretence that there was no under- 
current of sick envy and mortification. 

This time, it was the bridegroom’s family by whom the 
Ingrams had been invited. They had never met the kride, but 
Monica had heai*d — with a quick sense of relief — that she 
was not a very young girl.*Twenty-seven. 

“Older even than I am. So perhaps ’’ thought Monica, 

standing lieside her mother in church, and glad that her black 
fox furs and big black hat, tilted to one side of her head, 
suited her so well. 

There were plenty of men, although most of them were, 
probably married. 

The bridegroom was bald, and not very interesting. It was 
said riiat he Iiabitually drank a great deal too much, and 
Monica, since the annouiicement of the engagement, had 
heard surreptitious jokes as to tljp probability that he would 
arrive drunk for the wedding. Tlie best man, people said, 
would have his work cut otit. 

Monica looked at the best man, standing decorous and 
frock-coated at the chancel rails. He was tall and good- 
looking, rather pale and serious, as though he were feeling 
more sen.se of re.sponsibility i- an the bridegroom, who was 
red-face^l and cheerful, and whispering behind his hand to his 
relations in the front bench. Monica barely gave him a glance. 

She was concentrating her atterffion upon the best man, 
partly because she knew him to be unmarried and partly 
because she was attract^ by his good looks. 

At the reception afterwards he was introduced to her, and 
remained beside her fbr a length of time to svhich she w'as by 
now unaccustomed, for her great anxiety to please made her 
conversation forced and spa|modic. 

Seen at close quarters Monica perceived that Carol Ander- 
son was not quite as young «nd handsome as distance had 
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led her to expect. There was something faintly theatrical 
about his good looks. He might possibly be about the same 
age as herself. 

''He might do,” was the message flashed by her sub- 
conscious mind, as they exchanged the commonplace obser- 
vations proper to tiie occasion. 

She liked his voice, and his rather plaintive smile, and 
heavy-lidicd eyes of a tint between dark-hazel and grey. 

They talked about weddings, and Anderson remarked that 
the traditional society wedding Was in fact a relic of bar- 
barism. 

"Making so much liiss about something that in reality 
concerns only two people," he explained, "ff a man and a 
woman do decide to live together, it sy^ems to me a purely 
personal affair. Thby c^n make it a legal contract, if they 
w^ant to, by going before the Registrar together." 

"I'm afraid I like the idea of a church wedding," said 
Monica, smiling. 

With some men, it was better to agree with everything 
they said, if they were to tl\ink one intelligent and responsive 
— but she knew instinctively that Carol Anderson would be 
more interested if she said what she really felt. 

"Is that because you're religious, or because you like white 
satin and orange-blossom.^" 

"A little of both — but especially the white satin and 
orange-blossom, I think." 

"Well, I don't blame you, because they'd be yiost be- 
coming. And I hope you'll let mo come and admire you when 
the time arrives." 

"Wouldn't it be against your principles?" asked Monica 
with mock seriousness. 

He replied in the same vein. 

"There are sqme things — and people*^for whom it's worth 
while to sarrifice one's principles." 

"That's very nice of you. Th(^ least I oan say in return is 
that I'll sacrifice mine, and come and witness your legal con- 
tract at the Registrar's office, Wien it takes place." 
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There was the faintest hint of an enquiry in her voice at 
the last words. 

A curious change passed, for ohe instfnt, over Anderson’s 
face. It was rather a withdrawal than a change of expression, 
and it was so fleeting tliat Monica wondered if she had not, 
perhaps, imagined it. 

He answered almost immediately. 

"That’s charming of you. As a matter of facj, in my 
particular case, theories are not very likely to turn into 
practice. But I'll take the Vill for the^deed, and be just as 
grateful to you.’’ 

"Don’t you approve of marriage, tften?’’ 

"Very much,’’ he returned, laughing. "Won’t you have a 
glass of champagne?’’ 

Monica accepted, and they raised their glasses to one 
another. A little thrill of excitement and pleasure went 
tlirough her as their eyes met. She felt certain that he liked 

The certainty was confirmed when Mrs. Ingram, joining 
Monica with the intention, evid^t to her daughter, of sug- 
gesting departure, as evidently changed her mind and 
smiled at Monicar happily and confidently. Monica intro- 
duced Mr. Anderson. 

"Do come and see us some time. We’re always at home on 
Sunday afternoons,’’ said Mrs. Ingram. 

“I should like to so much. ^ . xt Sunday, if 1 may,’’ declared 
the youyg man promptly. 

Mrs. Ingram pretended Id hesitate. 

"Next Sunday — we’re not goiilg away this week-end, 
Monica, are wc? No, that’s all right. Then do come, Mr. 
Anderson. That’ll be tbo delightful.’’ 

She turned away, and Monica knew, witl. the intuition 
peculiar to those whb live together, that ^er mother was 
eagerly anxious not to break up her tete-ii-tite wi|b the young 
man. 

But Carol Anderson, as best man, could not long remain 
talking to Monica, and in another moment he was called away. 
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She saw him again at the end of the afternoon, when the 
bride and bridegroom were saying good-bye to their friends. 
Most of the guests ,were ct owding round the entrance of the 
hotel, preparing to wave enthusiastically when the car, already 
surreptitiously decorated with a satin slipper and a largo 
horse-shoe, should drive off'. Monicaj standing on the pave- 
ment in Brook Street, smiling resolutely, suddenly caught 
sight ofcNfr. Anderson, looking taller than ever in his silk 
hat, hastening towards one of the foremost in the long line 
of waiting cars and oirriages. 

He paused as he passed licr, then turned back. 

“I’m dashing^head,* to look after them at Victoria, and all 
that. You never saw such a mountain of luggage!” 

They laughed together. 

"Good-bye. I shall Iqok forward to seeing you next Sun- 
day. You’re in the book, I suppose?” 

"Oh yes — I’m so glad you’re coming.” 

He raised his hat, smiled at her, and was gone. 

Neither Monica nor Mrs. Ingram made any reference to 
Carol Anderson as they d^ove home together half an hour 
later. They agreed that it had been a pretty wedding, and 
Mrs. Ingram made none of her usual criticisms on the bride 
and bridegroom. It was as though she felt that she could 
aflTord to be generous. The thought came to Monica quite 
involuntarily. 

As they stood on their own doorstep whilst Mrs. Ingram 
searched her pocket, hidden in the folds of her skirj, for her 
latch-key, a large black cat sidled along the area railings, 
and then came up to thtfm, pressing itself against the clo.sed 
door. 

Monica stooped to stroke its fur. 

"Hullo, pussy — where have you come from?” 

"Here it is— 7 — " Mrs. Ingram unlcvkcd the door. "Don’t 
let that cakj ” 

But the cat had already darted .into the liall. 

Monica laughed. 

"I’ll turn it out,” .she .suggested. 
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To her surprise, her mother laid her hand on her arm. 

“Never mind. Perhaps it's a good omen,” she said 
seriously. "They say a black cat’» lucky.. It may be going to 
bring you luck, Monica.” 

With a sudden rush of compassion, mingled with quite 
unreasoning self-reprdach, Monica realised imaginatively 
something of the piteops strain under which her mother 
lived. It must indeed be from some hidden depth^ of for- 
lomness that Imogen Ingram, who w’as neither superstitious 
nor sentimental, could have so spoken! 

They left the black cat undisturbed at the head of the stairs 
that led down to the servants’ quarter* in the basement. 

That evening, and the day following, Monica was aware 
of a lightening in the atmosphere of the house. It was as 
tliough a new spirit of hopefulness wa«» hovering on the 
tiireshold, not yet admitted, but seeking admittance. 

On Saturday afternoon Mrs. Ingram, elaborately casual, 
eijjmyjpd of her daughter .whilst they sat at tea togetlier in 
the drawing-room; 

“Who was that young Anderson who was best man at the 
wedding the other day, darling.^ It just gave his name in 
The Morning without saying if he was any relation or 

anything.” 

“I don’t know, except that he’s in the City. He told me so.” 

“Stockbroking, I suppose. Well, that might be all right,” 
Mrs. Ingram said musingly, C' ^dently speaking her thoughts 
aloud. “But you don’t know wbat Andersons.?” 

“No, Mother." 

“Anderson might mean anythingi of course.” 

There was a pause. 

“Have you finished your tea, darling?” 

“Yes, thank you.” 

“Then run down tOktlie library, like a good girl, and bring 
me up Burke, will you?” 

Monica obeyed, without comment. Her motlier became 
absorbed in the pages of thS big red book. When she at last 
closed it, there was an air of feint satisfaction on her face. 
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"I thought so. He’s one of the Gloucestershire Andersons. 
His mother must have been a Crawshay-Allen. The fatlier is 
still alive: married ^ second time only a few years ago — a 
Miss Fowler — and lives at the place in Gloucestershire.” 

“Does it say if he’s the only son.^” Monica asked, her voice 
made carefully careless. 

The faintest possible liesitation, preceding Mrs. Ingram’s 
reply, warned Monica’s abnormally sharpened perceptions 
that the answer was not altogether what she would have 
liked it to be. 

“There’s a child — a boy — by the second wife. Still — it 
might mpke no ^ifferente ” 

Monica made no reply to the elliptical statement. It was 
not difficult to understand the implications that it carried, and 
she resented them die more bitterly because exactly the same 
train of thought had flashed through her own mind. 

When she woke on Sunday morning, it was to the instant 
recollection that Carol Anderson hpd said he was coming ,tbat 
afternoon to Eaton Square. 

Perhaps he wouldn’t come, though, after all. Young men 
were not reliable. Monica strove to arm herself against the 
possibility of acute disappointment. 

Neither she nor her mother made any reference whatever 
to the expected visitor. 

'The day followed its customary routine: church at St. 
Peter’s in the morning, a walk across the Park — cold and 
imexhilarating in the raw chilliness of February— Sunday 
roast beef, apple-tart, Stilton cheese and celery, at home, and, 
soon afterwards, Vemon*,Ingram’s announcement tliat he was 
going round to the Club. 

“We’re not expecting anyone, ot going anywhere, tliis 
evening?” he enquired. 

“No, dear. 'Tjiere’s nothing.” 

“Then Ir-hall try and get a rubber or two and perhaps dine 
at the Club.” 

His wife and daughter were not unaccustomed to such an 
announcement on Sundays. Mfs. Ingram always ordered a 
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cold supper that night, so that the servants might go to 
church, and there was a certain monotony about the weekly 
menu of cold beef, cold tart, and cold bundles of cheese- 
straws. 

Monica often thought tliat her father’s Club, where he 
could meet his friends, ylay cards, see all tljp latest illustrated 
papers, and order as varied a dinner as he chose, whatever the 
day of the week, must serve him as an agreeably refuge. 
She herself, of course, did not belong to a Club, and even had 
she done so, women’s Clubs were usually uncomfortable and 
dingy, with badly cooked and served meals, and fires that 
refused to burn up. 

At half-past ‘three Mrs. Ingram, who had been leaning 
back in a comer of the sofa, with a Mudie novel open upon 
her lap, sat up very erect and said that Monica had better go 
and change her dress. 

“In case anyone turns up.’’ 

“Won’t this do?’’ 

“No, darling. The collar is crumpled. Tell Parsons to wash 
it for you to-morrow moramg — and the cuffs, too. And run 
upstairs and put on the green vefVeteen. It suits you.’’ 

Monica also thoyght thaj the green velveteen dress suited 
her, and felt grateful to her mother for having suggested it. 
She sighed with pretended reluctance and went upstairs. 

It was cold in her bedroom, and Monica wished that she 
were allowed to have a fire tli-m. ’fhere was always a fire in 
Mrs. Ingram’s bedroom from lour o’clock onwards, but she 
said thaf*in Monica’s case it was quite unnecessary, except in 
illness or very cold weather. 

Monica unfastened her blue-serge dress, stepped out of it 
so as not to disturb he» hair, and left it on the fioor for the 
housemaid to put away. She went across to he wardrobe, 
shivering in her short-sleeved petticoat-bodice and silk under- 
skirt. The petticoat-bodice wouldn’t do under the velveteen 
frock, which had a jather low-cut neck. IV-'* Ijow of blue baby- 
ribbon had a way of appeariHg above the > -^-cning of her frock 
that compelled her to tuck it in again continually. Monica 
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decidtxl that it was too cold to divest herself of anything at 
all, so after pinning down the recalcitrant blue bow, she put 
on a princess petticoat ovcc all the rest, and then the green 
velveteen. 

It certainly was a very pretty dress, and it was extra- 
ordinarily coinforfcible, as w'ell as becoming, not to wear a 
high collar. 

Moni<;p looked at herself in tlie glass. 

It occurred to her sometimes tliat she was not as pretty as 
she had been at eighteen. Her face was certainly paler and 
much thinner, and the loss of a tooth showed a gap when she 
smiled. But her hair was a satisfaction to her — brown and 
abundant, puded out on either side of her head, and regularly 
and carefully waved at least once a fortnight. 

This afternoon she was looking nice. The frock suited her, 
there was no sign of any s|K)t.on her chin, and her hair had 
"gone" successfully. 

From far below, she thought she heard faintly tlic whifr. of 
the front-door bell, for which she had, almost without know- 
ing it, been listening all the afternoon. Monica kicked off her 
shoes and hastily pulled on a narrow, pointed pair of bronze 
ones with tiny gold beads on tho toes, and w'ent out to the 
landing. 

Leaning over the banisters she could hear, distantly but 
unmistakably, the sound made by the baize-covered door at 
the head of the basement stairs, as it was pushed open. 

Palter, going to open the door. 

Monica rushed noiselessly down two flights of stairs, 
steadied herself outside,,the drawing-room and assumed an 
expression, then walked in quickly. 

"Very nice, darling. Just catch up tliat piece of hair at tlic 
back — no, the other side — that's right. I think I heard the 
bell just a minute ago." 

"Oh, di^your’" 

"It may very likely be poor cousm Blanche. She said she 
might come round.” 

It was cousin Blanche. 


128 



Monica, feeling acutely all her mother's disconcertment as 
well as her own, moved forward to receive the greeting of 
her ancient relative, whose sealskin coat gilways smelt faintly 
of camphor, reminding Monica invariably of her childhood. 

Cousin Blanche never seemed to alter at all. She was now 
said, although a little uncertainly, to be noarly seventy; but 
Vernon Ingram, whose relation she was, always declared that 
she looked just as she had looked in his little boyhoodf»-gaunt, 
aquiline, high-coloured, and with entirely unconvincing 
bright-brown hair closely cUrled round Jier head beneath the 
meshes of a net. 

She had never married. 

It was on tJiat account, Monica had always taken for 
granted, that Mrs. j[ngram invariably referred to her as 
"poor cousin Blanche," for cousin Blanche; in the literal sense 
of the term, was far from poor.- She owned a house in Queen's 
Gate, and a box at tlie Opera, and some magnificent pearls, 
had quite recently Jbought a motor-car and engaged a 
chauffeur. 

"Well, Imogen — well, Monicju You're looking very well, 
Monica. No, thanks. I'll keep my coat a little while, till I'm 
thawed. I should never be surprised if we had snow. How's 
Vernon.'^" 

"Very well indeed, thank you, Blanche. He's not in just 

now, but I dare say presently Monica, give cousin 

Blanche a screen to hold in front of the fire." 

They began to talk about relations. It was a topic that 
automatically arose in cou^^n Blanche's company. She was 
interested in all her relations, howjver distant, and always 
seemed to know what all of them were doing. 

"You've heard about* Sylvia, I suppose.^" 

Mrs. Ingram raised her eyebrows and glaxxed quickly at 
Monica, and then away again. 

-Has it ?" 

"She's got a little girl. Bj)m yesterdaty morning." 

"Is everything 

"Oh yes, quite, I believe. ^ler mother telephoned to me 
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last night. She said the baby was a lovely little thing, very 
healthy, weighed nearly eight pounds." 

"I suppose they're very disappointed that it isn't a boy." 

"Well, of course it's a disappointment, naturally, but Daisy 
said Sylvia was very sweet about it and said she didn't mind." 

"I expect her husband had set his heart on its being a son." 

"Naturally, they both hoped for a son, but after all — it's 
the firs^ one, and they're young. Think of poor Adeline 
Ingram who had three daughters, one after another, and then 
twin girls." 

"Dreadful, poor thing! Just imagine having to find hus- 
bands for them all!" 

"That's what she says. She's most amusing about it — so 
brave of her I always think. She says she'll give them each a 
London season, ont at a time, and the moment the eldest has 
had her chance, the second one comes out and the eldest one 
goes in again — and so on. But she's never going to be seen 
about with more than one daughter at a time." 

"I don't blame her. It ruins a girl's chances to go about 
with two or three sisters. Men never know which is wliich, 
and besides, it's always such a bore for hostesses ; they don't 
like to be unkind and only ask one sister, but of course nobody 
wants extra girls." 

Monica was only partially attending to the conversation. 
She had heard similar conversations very often, and agreed 
in a tepid way with everything that had been said. 

She was really thinking of little Sylvia, years younger than 
herself, who was safely married ,'^nd had a baby. Monica was 
ashamed of herself for <the furious jealousy that gnawed at 
her, and the secret, mean relief that at least Sylvia's triumph 
was only partial, since she had noV achieved the supreme 
glory of giving birth to a boy. The door opened again: tliis 
time she had uc^t heard the bell. 

Palter announced sonorously: 

"Mr. Pelham." 

His frock-coat tightly fastened across increasing girth, his 
air of wooden impassivity scarcely disturbed by the slight, 
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grave smile that accompanied his handshake, Mr. Pelham sat 
down on a low chair beside the sofa, carefully drawing up his 
trousers at the knees as he did so. 

He called on the Ingrams quite often, and had done so ever 
since Monica's first season. He could not possibly be thought 
interesting, and his ratHcr clammy hands, the few streaks of 
dark hair brushed across bis baldness, and his heavy paunch, 
made him slightly disagreeable to Monica. But she was, 
obscurely, grateful to him, because he still went to balls and 
could always be counted up6n to ask h^r for a dance. She 
tried not to remember that the younger girls laughed at him 
behind his back, and asserted tliat he hacl been j-efused by half 
a dozen diffbrent'heiresses. 

This afternoon she v^as definitely glad to sec Mr. Pelham. 
It would show cousin Blanche that men calne to call. And if 
Carol Anderson did turn up. . . 

She tried to steel herself against disappointment by assert- 
ing''iii'n ardly tliat he would not come. 

If she made herself believe that, perhaps she could cheat 
tlie fates. By five o'clock hope wa^ sinking within her. 

A taxi came down the quiet street and stopped outside. 

Monica kept heiP eyes fixed upon Mr. Pelham, and 
repeated “Yes" and “I see" to all that he was painstakingly 
telling her about the Highlands. 

She heard the slam of the street door. 

Suspense was making her feel .^ick. 

“Ring ^r some hot water, darling," said Mrs. Ingram. 

“I think Paltcr's just comi«g, mother." 

The butler threw open the door. 

“Mr. Anderson." 

The room, for an instaht, reeled round Monica. 

It was as from a distance that she heard her mother's^ 
exclamation: “How d'y do — ^this is very nicej" uttered in a 
high, pleased, artificial voice. 



CHA1»TER 11 


I T Dip not take long for Monica to make friends with Carol 
Anderson. 

She found that hq asked nothing better than to sit and talk 
to her for as long as she would listen, and after that first 
Sunday aftemo.on call he came often to Eaton Square. 

Mrs. Ingram’s early strictness, in the' days when her 
daughter had first been grown-up, had long since relaxed, 
and when Mr. Anderson asked at the door for Miss Ingram, 
he was taken direct to Monica's sitting-room. 

They sat, one on either side of the fire, and talked. 

Almost at once he seemed to \yant to go below thcjiucfiu'c 
of conversation and talk intimately. 

Monica responded, deeply moved. She admitted to him 
that she had been lonely for years. 

"I thought perliaps you hvl,” he ireplied simply. ‘‘So 
have I.” 

Once or twice it seemed to her that lie was hovering on the 
verge of a confidence, but .she was so much afraid of risking 
any check to their friendship that she pretended unawareness. 
For the same reason, she dared not talk to him very much 
about herself. 

“Men get very qukkly bored with a woman wlio talks 
about herself,” was one of Mrs. Ingram’s axioms. 

Not that she quoted it now, or gave Monica any advice at 
,.all. Only the daughter knew, as well as if she had been told 
so, that the ipother was quivering v/ith anxiety and with a 
hope thatiShe hardly ventured to acknowledge, even to herself. 

Perhaps — ^perhaps — it might be going to happen at last! 
Spring, coming early that year, seemed to waft new hope 
and happiness into the house; in Eaton Square. Even Vernon 
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Ingrain smiled proudly at Monica once or twice, and gave 
her one day an unexpected five-pound note, telling her to go 
and choose a pretty new hat for Ealfeter. 

Monica got the hat, and gloves, and a silk blouse as well. 
She wanted to wear them for an expedition that Carol 
Anderson had proposed.* 

He w'anted her to drive with him into the country and 
spend an afternoon there. He had a motor-car. The day that 
they had chosen, to^vards the end of March, was a lovely one. 

They went to Hindhead. 

Monica, happier than she had been for years, knew' that she 
was looking pretty, that Carol admired*hcr, ayd that she need 
no longer feel inferior to other women. She was being sought 
out by a man, and noj only that, but he w'as good-looking, 
tall, and a gentleman. It .seemed too good to be true. 

They left the car at the big new hotel after lunch, saying 
that they would return for tea, and began to walk down the 
long hiH, branching off pre.sently on to common land. 

“Isn’t it wonderful?” s^d Carol suddenly. He looked 
round at her, smiling. "The dzy. I mean, and having this 
weather, and knowing you, and everything.” 

Monica's heart leapt. 

“I feel like that too.” 

“Should you be cold if we sat down for a little while?’* 

“Not a bit. It’s so mild — ^and besides I’ve got quite warm 
walking.” 

Monic^ really hardly knew what she w’as saying, but there 
were a number of felled treesjying by the side of a deep ditch, 
and she took her seat upon one of them. Carol sat beside her. 

She glanced at his profile, motionless beside her. He was 
poking little holes in tlfe ground with his stick. At last he 
spoke. 

“Do you remember’the first time we mel^ at the Lester 
wedding? It seems queer, to think it was only<ibout two 
montlis ago.” 

“Yes, doesn’t it. I feel as if I’d know’n you so much longer 
than that.” 
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"rve sometimes wondered whether " 

He broke off abruptly, then began again. 

"Look here, beerf meaning to ask you whether you 
won't call me Carol, instead of Mr. Anderson. It seems rather 
absurd, to be so conventional, after all. And may I call you 
Monica?” 

"Yes, of course.” 

"Thuiks awfully.” For the first time, he turned his head 
and looked at her, smiling rather shyly. 

"Because we are«friends — Mbnica.” 

A small shiver of excitement passed through her when 
she heard him .speak her name. 

"I feel that too.” 

She wanted to say much more — to, tell him that she cared 
deeply for his frfendship, that she wanted him to tell her 
everything about himself, and to give him her confidence in 
return — but she was inhibited by her own emotion, her 
abiding sense of insecurity, and the ever-present recollection 
of her mother’s reiterated warnings — tiiat to show a man how 
much one liked him, was |o cheapen oneself in his estimation. 
She dared not risk it. 

"The very first time I saw you, at the Wedding, I wondered 
if I should ever get to know you. To know you really well, I 
meafl.” 

"Did you — Carol?” 

He gave her a quick glance and smile, in recognition of her 
use of his name. 

"I was most dreadfully unhappy that day, and I would 
have given anything iii the world to know that there was 
someone I could talk to — someone who’d understand.” 

"Tell me why you were unhappyt” 

"I’ve never told anyone,” said ^rol slowly. "But I think 
I’d like to tell^ou.” 

" I with you would,” Monica said, sincerely and 
earnestly. 

She felt that his confidence would be almost a pledge of 
another, more profound, relation between them. 
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Presently he began to speak, at first slowly and with 
hesitation, but afterwards more freely. 

"I didn't want to be best man at that ^redding — or at any 
wedding. You see — ^the only woman I’ve ever cared for is 
married to Lester’s brother.” 

Monica caught her breath. 

Two thoughts sprang, almost simultaneously, to life 
within her. 

He cares for somebody else. 

But she’s married. 

Anderson went on speaking, looking down at the little 
dents that he was still assiduously malting with the point of 
his stick. 

“Do you remembei; talking about weddings that day, and 
I said they oughtn’t to be church ^air^ at all, but just a 
contract, civil if they liked, between two people?” 

“Yes, I remember.” 

“VicJa Lester is married*to a brute — she’s been tied to him 
for seven years — ^and she won’t divorce him or leave him 
because she’s a religious woman,’’ said Carol bitterly. 

“Did you — want her to leave nim?” 

“Yes, I did.” 

He squared his shoulders and then turned and looked at 
her. There was something faintly histrionic in the gesture. 

“Yes, I did. You’re not shocked, are you, Monica?” 

.“No, I’m not shocked,” Mon'ca repeated dully. And after 
a momer^'She added: 

“Tell me about it.” 

“There isn’t much to tell, really, f met her two years ago 
and fell in love with her. I’d' had fancies — one or two — and 
thought myself in love Before. But this was quite different. It 
was something absolutely real.” 

He spoke with an Ihtensity of conviction ,that seemed to 
require acknowledgement. 

Monica said: “I<know.” 

“I saw she was very unhappy. Her husband drinks, and 
does other things as well — she was only nineteen when she 
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married him. That her people should have let her do such a 
thing ” He spoke through clenched teeth. 

A strange, dreaiay feelifig as though .she had heard all this 
before began to creep over Monica. She did not understand 
nor attempt to analyse it. 

"At first we Mere just friends. I tried to make things a 
little easier for her — I hope perhaps, I did — I was able to help 
her ove* business once or twice. And we used to talk. I hope 
— in fact, I know " — ^he spoke now with quiet confidence, 
"that she was less lonely after I had come into her life. But I 
don’t think she really took me seriously until — one night in 
June. It was the tenth* of June. I don’t suppose that I shall 
ever forget that date however long I may live.” 

Carol paused and let the walking-stipk drop from his hand. 
When he spoke agdin hi§ voice had taken on a deep, restrained 
tone. 

"I couldn’t stand it any longer. I asked her to let me take 
her away. I told her that I — ^lovedJier.” 

His face had flushed darkly ,p and he was bending and 
twisting with both hands a^ stout l)ranch that had lain on the 
ground at their feet. 

"There were no children. If .she’d had children, it would 
have been different. I realize absolutely what a woman feels 
about her children — I have a peculiarly strong imagination, 
much more so than most men, and I understand women. But 
there was nothing like that to hold her. Only thi.s — this so- 
called religion. I don't mean that she wasn’t absolutely 
sincere, of course — she was onljbtoo much so. But to me it’s 
so incredible — so uttervy monstrous — that anyone should 
think that God requires a woman to stay with a man she 
loathes, and who makes her wretched.” 

. "Did she care for you too?” asked Monica. 

He hesitated Jjefore replying, but at 'last said: 

"She woeild never, actually, admit it. But — ^yes, I think she 
did.” His voice gained in assurance. "I kn*,w she did. I under- 
stood her in some ways much better than she understood 
herself. I know perfectly well«that I was the right man for 
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her. I could have made her happy. She knew it, too, at the 
bottom of her heart. Only she wouldn't own to it. That 
sounds as if I’m blaming Hfer — and I couldn’t do 
that.” 

'The branch snapped between his fingers, and he continued 
to break it, rather violently, into small pieces as he went on 
speaking. 

"I can’t even begin to tell you how much I cared fer Viola 
— and still care.” 

Monica’s heart sank, and* she experienced a fierce resent- 
ment against herself. Was she, then, incapable of a generous 
and self-forgetful response? Carol Anderson, was honouring 
her with his deepest confidence — one that he said he had 
never bestowed upon anybody else. She could not, and would 
not, fail him. 

“Two weeks before Jack Lester’s wedding, I’d seen Viola, 
and asked her if she’d come away with me. I thought she was 
nearer saying Yes than she’d ever been before. I let myself 
hope. I was a fool, I Supposg. I’m not a very hopeful person, 
as a rule. Perhaps I’m rather more free from illusions than 
most men — I don’t know. Anyhdw, I thought I’d won Viola. 
And then — then, Nfcnica — o— ” 

The last available fragment of the stick snapped, and was 
flung away. Carol Anderson hid his face in his hands. 

“It’s no good. I can’t tell you. It goes too deep. Forgive 
me, please, Monica. You’ve been a perfect dear to me. But I 
can’t talkj^not even to you. I’m not made that way.” 

Monica, not knowing what to say, rather timidly laid her 
hand upon his. It was taken and graA$ped tightly. 

“Thank you for listening to me.” 

“Won’t you tell me the rest, Carol?” 

“There’s not anything to tell, really. She wr-jte to me and 
said that it must come*to an end. She was going abroad with 
her husband. He was ill, and .she was going to fwgive him, 
and let him start •again, "they — ^they’r? round the 

world. They'll be away two years, or more.” 

“She’ll come back,” hazarded Monica. 
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"perhaps. But it’s over. I know Viola. She means what she 
says. If she's promised to give him another chance, she'll do 
it, and stick to it. TJhe onfy thing that I can do now, is to do 
as she asked, and never go near her again.” 

"Carol — I’m so sorry.” 

"Thank you, toy dear.” He achieved a difficult smile. 
"Well, now you know my story. ItJs not a very unusual one, 

I dare auy. And yet ” he seemed to recollect himself, "it 

is unusual, I suppose. Most men have something of the kind 
in their lives, I dare •say — but tlfey don’t take it as hard as I 
do. My capacity for suffering is an absolutely extraordinary 
one. I do know,that for a fact.” 

"Some day ” 

He shook his head. 

"No. If you mekn that some day I shall mind less about 
this, you’re wrong. It will always be exactly tlie same to 
me. I’m like that.” 

Monica felt that he did not wish cither to be reasoned with 
or contradicted on the point. 

She said nothing. 

"Of course. I’m going on with everyday life just as usual. 
My going to that wedding, as best man,*proves that. I know 
that I have a tremendously strong will, and I’ve put every 
ounce of it into preventing anybody’s knowing what I feel — 
except you, Monica.” 

His smile at her, and deep look straight into her eyes, 
moved her emotionally, in spite of the dead, cold- jveight of 
disappointment at her heart. 

"Please always go orf telling me things, Carol. I want you 
to, and I understand.” 

"I know you do. And it’s been a relief to talk to you. If I 
don’t do it again for a long while — perhaps for years — ^you 
mustn’t mind, ror think it’s because you're less my friend. 
It’s only tfciat I’m a person who is naturally very reserved — 
to whom speech doesn’t come at, oil easilyf” 

Carol Anderson passed his hand across his eyes, as though 
clearing from them the mistS"of some inner preoccupation. 
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He looked down at the broken fragments of the branch dying 
all round him. 

"Did I do that? How destructive!” 

Smiling ruefully, he bent and picked up his own walking- 
stick once more. 

“It's grown chilly, fiasn’t it?” 

Monica had felt that>it had for some while. The sun had 
gone behind a bank of cloud, and they had been sitting on the 
log a long time. She was cold and cramped when Carol gave 
her his hand and pulled her up from herdow seat. 

When they were both on their feet, he still retained her 
hand for a moment. 

"This has been wonderful, Monica. I never thought that I 
should find anybody dike you.” 

Words that might, and should, have *been used if he had 
been in love with her, she thbught drearily. 

It was something to have his friendship, perhaps. It would 
make life less lonely. 

Quite involuntarily that thought was immediately followed 
by another one — the echo of Imfjgen Ingram's voice; 

“Never be silly enough to let a man talk to you about being 
friends with him. There's i?o such thing as friendship between 
a man and a woman. That kind of thing leads to nothing. . . .” 

The only thing that mattered was to get married, and now 
it seemed unlikely that Carol Anderson would ever ask her to 
marry him after all. He was aU the time thinking about some- 
body eljc. 

She was able to feel inteftsely sorry for him, partly because 
she was more attracted by him physfcally than she was willing 
to admit, and partly because of his own intense belief in the 
reality and immensity of his suffering. It carried conviction, 
whilst she was with him. 

They walked some way further before tuvning back to the 
hotel, and Carol earned Monica's fervent gratitude because, 
very gently and %ffection»tely, he lediher on to tell him 
the story of her youthful love-affair with Christopher 
Lane. 
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had long ago evolved a formula that salved her hurt 
self-respect. By now she had come to believe in it herself. 
“There was somebody thalM cared for, once. He cared for me 
too — but only for a little while, and not as much as — as I 
thought he did. It was marvellous while it lasted.” 

Her eyes gre^\^ misty as she tried, vainly, to recapture 
something of the glamour and excitement that had surrounded 
her brief, youthful romance. It seemed, actually, to have 
happened to someone else, for she could no longer revive in 
herself any spark of ijie innocentj ignorant confidence in the 
right of youth to love and happiness that had been hers at the 
age of eighteen. , 

"So you’ve known what it is to care for someone too, 
Monica?" 

"Yes. In a way, 'I .shqill always care for him. It’s on that 
account, really, that I haven’t ever been able to care for any- 
body else.” 

Monica believed, at least partially, in the truth of what she 
was saying. Her life would have been sd utterly unendurable 
had she not been able to believe something of the kind, that 
this legend of her own fidelity had crystallized within her 
by imperceptible degrees, and had become part of the fabric 
of existence. She offered it to Carol Anderson without any 
sense of being other than wholly sincere. 

“Sometimes,” she said, “I think that I shall never 
marry.” 

Anxiously, she waited for his reassurance. 

“Some people can accept the second-best. I don’t think you 
could, any more than h'could. I know perfectly well, for 
instance, that I shall never marry, because I can never care 
for any other woman as I cared — care,” he corrected himself, 
“for Viola Lester.” 

“Everyone isi?.’t like that.” 

“No, thoogh I think women are more often than men. I 
suppose I’m exceptional in that s<jirt of way.” 

“I think you are,” said Monica. 

She knew that was what he wanted her to say, and it would 
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have been impossible to Monica to risk losing his evident 
confidence in her sympathy. Far below the regions <n con- 
scious tliought was the hope thaft from, friendship and sym- 
pathy might spring sexual desire. 

She was the more deeply unaware of this because of the 
weight of bitter disappointment that had de.scended upon her 
ever since Carol had sajd that he loved another woman. All 
through the drive home, she could feel that knowledge wait- 
ing to crush the' newly born hope that had seemed so fair 
only that morning. Worst of all, she.almost felt, would be 
the moment when she would have to let her mother know — 
casually, and as thougii it mattered not ^t all to either of 
them — that Cirol Anderson was, after all, "no real use.” 

They did not tall^ very much on tlje way liome. As they 
neared Eaton Square Carol said to her: 

“I know tliat what I’ve said is al>solutely safe with you. I 
don't mean to say that no one else knows about it, because, 
naturally, it was more fir less inevitable that one or two 
people should hav<? guessed. Not from me, as a matter of 
fact. I have the most extraordinary powers of self-command, 
curiously enough. , A gre^t nu^y people have told me that, 
and I know it’s true. But (.couldn’t bear anyone ever to know 
thafrl’d spoken about it. I never have, except to you.” 

"You’re not sorry that you did, Carol?” 

"No. You’ve been perfixtly wonderful to me, and — it’s 
helped, telling you about it. I do want to see a lot of you, 
Monica, if I may.” 

"Yes, I’d like it,” she §aid faintly. 

The words were true enough, »but she reflected bitterly 
how differently she would have felt them, twenty-four hours 
earlier. 

At the door she asked Carol to come in, hut was relieved 
when he thanked her and refused. 

"I want to see you again though, very soon»May I come 
round to-morrov< — about ^ix o’clock?”’*' 

"Yes, do,” said Monica. 

She was glad, after all, tlvit he wanted to come. 
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He^liked her so much — ^she felt certain of that — ^might he 
not come to find her indispensable? 

It was a forlorn hope enotigh — but it was a hope. 

As Monica went wearily up the family stairs she met her 
mother coming down. 

Mrs. Ingram wore more than her usual aspect of bright- 
ness. There was a kind of expectancy in the smile and ex- 
clamation, with which she greeted Monica. 

“Have you had a nice day, darling?” 

“Lovely, thank you.,'.’ 

Monica had known that she could not altogether deceive 
her mother. Thej' had lived together too long, and Monica 
had been forced into too close an intimacy, all through her 
early years, for reticences or evasions tq avail her now. 

The reflection of the di,sappointment that she tried hard to 
keep out of her voice was instantly visible in Mrs. Ingrain’s 
expression, although she continued to smile, and said: “I’m 
so glad, darling. I expect you’re tired.” 

“I am, a little.” 

“Why not lie down and rest a little before dressing? You 
haven’t forgotten that we’re dining, out to-night?” 

“No. I think I will rest a little, > first.” ' 

“I should. You didn’t bring Mr. Anderson in, then?*"' 

“He asked if he might come,” rejoined Monica quickly, 
knowing that it would comfort her mother to hear that, in 
the mysterious chill that had descended upon their hopes. 

“He brought me to the door of course, and asked if he 
could come in, but I thought it would make rather a rush, as 
we’re going out, and he’s* coming to-morrow instead.” 

She averted her eyes from the wave of relief that she knew 
was passing over her mother’s face. 

‘iQmte right, darling. You’ve had a long day. And 

besides ” Mrs. Ingram left the sentence unfinished, but 

Monica knevArwhat she meant. 

’“Besides, it’s much wiser not to let a man think that he has 
only to ask. ...” 

She went into her own room. i 
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Incredibly soon, the mechanism of Monica’s consciousness 
adjusted itself to her new awareness of Carol Andefson’s 
emotional pre-occupation with saiother^ woman. She found 
not only consolation but grounds for hope in his dependence 
upon the sympatliy tliat she gave him without stint. 

It was a relief to her when, a few days* after the drive to 
Hindhead, her mother, .with some hesitation, told her that 
she had heard, from a connection of the Lesters, that Carol 
Anderson, was said to have been very much in love with an 
unhappily married woman. ♦ 

“I know,” said Monica calmly. 

“Is it absolutely all over, then?” htfr mothpr asked eagerly. 

“In a way ? think it is. I mean — the woman was Mrs. 
Felix Lester, wasn't jhe?” 

“Yes.” 

“Hasn’t she gone abroad with her husband for two 
years?” 

“Yas, I believe she has. Of course, darling, I don’t want 
you to betray any confidences.” Mrs. Ingram paused rather 
wistfully but Monica made no sign, afraid of betraying Carol 
who had said tliat he should no/like anyone to know that he 
had spoken about Jfiis lovecfor Viola. 

“♦Naturally, one rather wondered. . . . But after all, many 
a man has been caught on the rebound.” 

It was exactly what Monica had thought, at the back of her 
mind, but it shocked her disagreeably to hear the thought 
put into words, accustomed though she was to the enunciation 
of Mrs. Ingram’s creed. 

“A young man’s infatuation for« married woman means 
very little, really. And, in a way, it’s much safer than — any- 
thing else. There’s no Question of marrying, or anything like 
that. He’s absolutely free. And when a man js fresh froq) a 
disappointment of tiwt kind, it very often ^neans that he’s 
much readier to think of settling down than he^ight be at 
any other time.” 

It was evident that Mrs. Ingram believed, and wanted 
Monica to believe, that ther<i was still hope. 
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Monica very often, through tlie spring and summer, was 
able \o persuade herself that there was still hope. 

Slie saw Carol aljnost 'aaily; he wrote to her sometimes 
and telephoned often. 

He liked to be alone with her, and always he talked to her 
about himself, on. alraut himself and' Viola Lester. Monica 
pitied him, and believed his as.sur§nces that he had never 
bestoweyl his confidence upon -anybody else. It was a long 
while before she even admitted to herself that his plaintive 
gratitude and affection could viot wholly atone for his 
egotism, his endless dramatizations of himself, and his un- 
wearying self-pity. 

Their friendship was not constructive. Cai*ol, she realized 
by degrees, was instinctively averse from anything that might 
tend to destroy his conception of himself. He had no real wish 
to be consoled, or to allow hunself to recover from his un- 
happiness. Actually, he quietly fostered and nursed it, unwil- 
ling to relinquish that whiclj madediim interesting iruins own 
eyes. 

Monica did not closely analyse Carol Anderson, but she 
felt, by degrees, that she ilyiderstpod liim. She was fond of 
him because he was affectionate aijd gratefiil and had a certain 
child-like charm of manner towards women, and becauLe he 
w'as the person with whom she had most nearly, in her life, 
achieved intimacy. 

Underneath everything persisted her dogged, desperate 
wish that he should some day ask her to marry him. 
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CHAFrER III 


T he Marlowcs are going to be in London next week,” 
exclaimed Monica, surprised. 

“Fricky and Cecily — ^pt)or things!*— are they really? I 
thought their mother had practically given up having them in 
town.” 

“It’s more tftan two years since they were last in Belgrave 
Square,” Monica ac^ittcd. “They botli say they like the 
country better.” ' 

"Girls have to say something, darling, when they get to 
that age. Even Cecily must be getting on now. I can't think 
why their mother doesn’t* let them travel — send them round 
the world, or someSiing l^te that. She could perfectly well 
afford it, and .she might get one of them off her hands at last. 
Supposing Cecily marrie<^ — I Always think she’s the less 
impossible of the tiw'o — it would probably be someone living 
abroiid, and then she could have Fricky to stay, and very 
likely find someone for her as well.” 

“I can’t imagine what Frederica would do if Cecily 
married.” 

"What docs it matter what she’d do?” enquired Mrs. 
Ingram calmly. "The only filing that matters is that one of 
them should find a husband. Not that I suppose there’s much 
hope now, really.” 

The familiar sense of misery welled up in Monica, as she 
heard tlie words, and it was evident that a similar traiiM>f 
thought had been rouifcd in her mother. 

She said: 

"Ask them to lufich or sq^netliing, poor things. Of course, 
all their contemporaries arc married, I should imagine — 
they must be years older thai>you are.” 
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Monica made no reply. 

"I’m sorry for poor Theodora Marlowe,” said Mrs. 
Ingram. "Not that ,I think she’s been a particularly good 
mother — I don’t — but it’s very hard on her that both those 
girls should be so completely unattractive. They’re not bad- 
looking, either of* them, and there’s plenty of money — and 
yet look at them! Not a single serioys chance, I don’t believe 
— ^not ortTsl” 

"I think it would be much better,” said Monica boldly, "if 
they went and did something. Work, of some kind.” 

Mrs. Ingram shook her head. 

"I don’t see liow it ‘would be possible,” she said not un- 
reasonably. "There’s only nursing, or tcachiiig, for that sort 
of girl, and both are hard w’ork. They’ve, never been trained to 
do anything at all. I'm sure they'd break down in a week.” 

Monica was sure of it too. • 

"Settlement work,” she suggested. 

"Well, I suppose so. There's always tliat kind o£4hing — 
good works, and so on. Everybqdy knfl>vs what it means — 
that a girl hasn’t been able to find a husband, and is bored 
with living at home and doi^ nothing.” 

And looking at her daughter, Mrs. Ingiram added quickly: 

"It would break my heart, Monica, if you ever wanted to 
go in for anytliing of that kind.” 

Monica knew too well that the words were, at least meta- 
phorically, true. 

Carol Anderson still came to see her often, and his liking 
for her, after nearly a year of friendship, seemetf to have 
varied not at all. He still talked to her of his undiminished 
love for Viola Lester, and still sought to persuade himself 
and her that time could never, in his dase, bring its customary 
ayaviations. Monica did not feel him to be consciously in- 
sincere: it was .rather as though he had succeeded in hypno- 
tising himsalf into believing in the existence of a romantic 
figure, called by his own nanif. He would admit nothing 
that interfered with his creation. 

Every time that Monica realized this, she realized, too, 
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that Carol Anderson would never ask her to marry him. j^he 
ever did marry, his wife must be a woman who could honestly 
subscribe to his visions of himself &s a Great Romantic. Side 
by side with tliese inescapable certainties was Monica’s un- 
recognized intention of letting Frederica and Cecily Marlowe 
see Carol Anderson as a man devoted to h%rself, whom she 
could marry as soon as she desired so to do. 

Two days after their arrival in London she went to s A them. 

They looked paler, more listless and dejected than ever. 
Frederica’s tyranny over her sister seemed to have gained in 
strength, but now even Cecily occasionally offered to it a 
faint resistance. It was almost the only sign of initiative shown 
by either. 

"Are you staying long?’’ Monica enquired. 

"We don’t know,’’ Cecily explained, like a child. "Mother 
hasn’t said yet. She’s in bed with a chill at the moment.’’ 

"Cecily isn’t going near her for fear it^should be influenza,’’ 
Fredericarthrust in quickly. 

"She doesn’t want 'either of us. I hope she’ll be all right 
by to-morrow. Tell us about you,. Monica.’’ 

"There isn’t anything mu^h to'tell.’’ 

The otlier two st#rcd at her in unspoken enquiry. 

‘TBThaving quite a good time,’’ said Monica desperately. 
"I’ve got a new friend, by the way. I want you to meet him. 
A man called Carol Anderson — one of the Gloucestershire 
Andersons.’’ 

"Oh, R^onica! Is he going to be any use?’’ asked Cecily. 

Monica pretended to hesitAe. 

"I don’t quite know. I can’t make u^ my mind.’’ 

"Do say what he’s like. How old is he?’’ 

"About the same age as I am.’’ 

"That needn’t matter, really.’’ 

"No. I know.’’ 

"Is he tall?’’ 

"Yes, very. Just <fver six f<»ot,’’ said Monica triumphantly. 

"My dearl 'Then he must be poor, or frightfully hideous or 
something.” 
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“!^c's quite fairly well off, I believe. He's in the City. And 
he’s very good-looking.” 

“Monica! Has he*-asked*you yet?” 

Monica shook her head. 

"Not exactly.” 

She saw immediately from Frederifia’s expression that the 
admission discredited everything that had gone before. 

“On5 can always tell,” she .said proudly. "And I don’t at 
all want him to say anything, till I’m sure.” 

“But, Monica,” evied Cecily, “surely you wouldn’t hesitate 
for a minute? There are so awfully few men to go round, any 
husband would- be better than none — and he sounds so 
splendid.” And she added piteously: "We can’t all three be 
failures.” , 

"Don’t,” said Ffederjca, frowning. "You talk as if marriage 
was the only thing that can make women happy. But tliere 
are lots of unhappy married women.” 

"Tliey aren’t unhappy in the same way. And people don’t 
despise them, anyw'ay,” said CeePy sim/dy. 

The three looked at one another. 

"If even one of us could'^get v husband, it wouldn’t be so 
bad,” said Cecily suddenly. "I irwean, Fricky and I. You’ll get 
married, I expect, Monica, one of tliese daj’s.” 

"I don’t want a husband. I hate men,” Frederica observed 
sullenly. 

Neither of the other two made any pretence at believing her. 

“Why can’t one have a career, or even work, like a man?” 
Monica asked helplessly. "I kntjw everybody would say that 
it was because we hadn*t been able to get married — but they’ll 
say that anyway.” 

"There i.sn’t any work for girls’" of our kind,” Frederica 
tf'ssertcd. "Not any that we should be allowed to do. The only 
way is to become religious, and go artd do some kind of good 
works, wtih a whole crowd of old maids and people who 
don’t belong to one’s own clasp.” 

"There are causes and things,” said Cecily timidly. 

Frederica laughed disagreeably. 
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"Yes, the militant suffragettes, I suppose you’re thii^ing 
of. Women who bite policemen, and kick and fight in the 
streets.” 

"Besides,” said Monica, "it’s such nonsense about the 
vote. What does it matter whether women have it or not? 
They don’t really care 'themselves, I don’t "Suppose. It’s just 
hysteria, and wanting to be conspicuous, that makes them 
go on like that.” 

She was repeating in all good faith, without either reflection 
or knowledge behind it, exactly what she had heard said by 
Vernon and Imogen Ingram, and the majority of their con- 
temporaries. Frederica, who could not beam to admit that 
anything from which she was herself debarred had value, 
supported her vehemeatly. 

Cecily said nothing. Of the ihree, lihe was the most nearly 
capable of thinking for herself independently and without 
personal bias, and only her secret terrojr of Frederica’s over- 
bearing*'ptotectiveness, that would gladly have pinned her 
down into an eternal Sabyhood, kept her silent. 

"It would be different, I suppose, if one had some special 
talent. Being able to write <>r d/aw or something like that. 
Plenty of girls go tft the Slslde School of Art.” 

"TH5ir people don’t like it though, as a rule,” said 
Frederica. "They always hope the girl’ll marry in the end — 
and of course she usually does. I wouldn’t mind, if only there 
was something to ^fo.” 

" Woul^’t Lady Marlowe let you do anything?” 

"I dare say she might, but^hat is there?” asked Frederica 
helplessly. "There isn’t anything I cMd do.” 

It was, as Monica knew, perfectly true. There was nothing 
whatever that she, or Frederica, or Cecily, could do with any 
particular efficiency. 

'They had been brou^t up with no end in view except that 
of marriage: and they "had not married. 

There was a cerfain relieii Monica felt, in talking more 
frankly than they had done yet — ^for she knew instinctively 
that neither Cecily nor Fijedefica had entirely accepted the 
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vie^^^ presented to them of Carol Anderson as a potential 
husband for herself. 

They parted with* a profhise to meet again in a few days. 

On the following afternoon Frederica telephoned to 
Monica. 

Her voice sounded sharp and frightened. 

"Mamma is much worse, Monica. Will you ask your 
mother' who is a good doctor.^ Ours is out of London, and I 
think someone ought to see her at once." 

"Oh Fricky — Fm^o sorry. Vl^hat is it.^ Influenza? Yes, of 
course. I’ll give you our own doctor's telephone number at 
once. Is there anything we can do?" 

Monica searched through the little morocco book that 
held the exchange numbers most ofteruin use, and found what 
she wanted. 

"Thank you," said Frederica’s breathless voice. 

"Can I do anything, Fricky?" 

"I don't know. Perhaps — ^perhafps you could comFStnd take 
Cecily away if mamma isn’t better to-morrow. You know how 
delicate she is, and I’m so ^afraid of her catching anything." 

Monica felt a spasm of impatience. Frederica's obsession 
was as strong as ever, and every ^ear made it more ridiculous. 

"But Fricky " However, what was the use of^aying 

anything? She turned it into: "Do you know what the matter 
is with Lady Marlowe? Is it influenza? Has she got a 
temperature?" 

"She’s a hundred and one. Rouse says. Rouse fhinks it’s 
influenza. Good-bye, Monica. I'H ring up again this evening." 

"Good-bye," repeated Monica. 

It was evident that Rouse, Lady Marlowe’s elderly maid, 
was in charge of the invalid. Monica admitted to herself that 
if'was impossible to imagine being nursed by either Frederica 
or Cecily. 

At sevefi o’clock the telephone-bell rang again. 

"This is Frederica speaking.^Y our doLtor sent his partner 
— ^he says mamma has a sharp attack of influenza, and he’s 
sending in a hospital nurse to-fiight." 
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"I'm so sorry. Is she very bad?” 

Monica, like Frederica, was completely ignorant of most 
of the laws governing health and sickness. 

"Dr. Corderey s*ays we’re not to worry. He's coming again 
to-morrow morning of course.” 

"I wish you could have had our old Dh. Bruce. He’s so 
nice.” 

"This one’s nice, too. He’s quite young, but I shoSld think 
he’s a very good doctor. Mamma liked him.” 

"Are you looking after Her, Fricky?” 

"Part of the time, with Rouse — till the nurse comes.” 

"Don’t catch influenza. May I come round to-morrow 
morning?” 

"Yes, please do.” 

"Mother sent you her love, and w^s so'sorry to hear about 
your mother, and you’re to be*sure and let me know if there’s 
anything we can do to help.” 

"Thaflks so much, Mortica. Please thank your mother from 
me. I must go now. tjood-bye.” 

Frederica’s voice had sounded slightly important, as 
though she felt herself to«be btisy, and in request. Monica 
thought that she (fculd understand it, if the feeling brought 
relidTT and a certain measure of pleasant excitement. She 
wondered whether Cecily was permitted to have any share 
in it. 

The next day she walked ir'-and to Belgrave Square, with 
her mot]|fer, to make enquiries and to leave a sheaf of roses. 

They found Cecily in th« big drawing-room, looking wan 
and exhausted, almost as though sfte might be ill herself. 

"Mamma is rather better, thank you,” she said politely, 
after thanking Mrs. Ingram for the roses. "Her temperature 
was down this morning and she had quite a comfortable night. 
The doctor is with hef now.” 

"Where is Frederfca? She’s not caught influeifta, I hope?” 
enquired Mrs. In^am. 

Cecily’s pale face grew scarlet. She had a child’s tendency 
towards violent changes of calour. 
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“She’s with the doctor, upstairs in mamma's room. She’ll 
be doVvn in a few minutes.’’ 

Monica guessed that Frdderica had succeeded in obtaining 
from her mother or the doctor a prohibition to Cecily against 
entering the sick-room, and that Cecily deeply and passion- 
ately resented it, but had not the courage either to disobey or 
to complain to anyone else of Frederica’s tyranny. 

“You<-don’t look very well yourself, dear,’’ said Mrs. 
Ingram good-naturedly. “Why not come round to us for a 
day or two, till marruna is l)ettc/' again? We should l)e de- 
lighted to have you.’’ 

Cecily flushed again, and hesitated. 

“Thank you very much,’’ she said at last. *‘It’s very kind 
of you. But I’m not sure if I ought to. ,You see, influenza is 
very catching, isn’t it, find supposing Fricky gets it from 
mamma. ...” 

Good heavens, thought Monica impatiently, what a vicious 
circle it was! Had Cecily begun to develop her sister*s insane 
obsession of anxiety? 

She glanced at her mother. She knew, without thinking 
about it, that Mrs. Ingram Voul^, not take Cecily’s protest 
at all serioiKsly, partly because, in t. quite kind and impersonal 
way, she despised Cecily completely, and partly beesflS^e it 
was perfectly well known, to all three of them, that the real 
decision would not lie in Cecily’s hands at all. 

“Perhaps we’d better see what your mother thinks ” 

Mrs. Ingram was beginning, when Frederica came^into the 
room with Dr. Corderey. 

At the sight of the visitors she looked disconcerted, as she 
always did when taken unawares, <and began a nervous and 
incoherent attempt at introduction. 

r'Dr. Corderey and I have met before,” said Mrs. Ingram 
briskly. “Moni<v», this is Dr. Bruce’s plirtner. Dr. Corderey. 
I hope your^)atient is better?” 

“Yes, on the whole, thank you. But influenza is a treacher- 
ous thing, and Lady Marlowe has had a very sharp turn. 
She’ll have to be very careful for a few days.” 
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“So many people try and get up too soon, after influenza, I 
always think,” said Mrs. Ingram. 

They were all standing, and thftre wa# a certain constraint 
in the atmosphere. 

Mrs. Ingram, whose social code was entirely inelastic, had 
a special manner for mftmbers of the professional classes, some 
degrees less cordial than.that reserved by her for the working 
classes proper. 

She had known the elderly Dr. Bruce for many years, and 
with him was often quite ‘natural and, friendly, although it 
would not have seemed to her possible to invite him to dine 
at her house — but Dr. Corderey Whs mu(;h younger than 
Dr. Bruce — ^probably nol yet forty — she had only met him 
once before, and it w%s impossible to be certain that he might 
not “take advantage” of the, opportunity. 

Tlius Monica, guided by intimate and prolonged experience 
of her mother’s mental processes, interpreted Mrs. Ingram’s 
politely 'T)atronizing ton«s, and evident determination to 
remain standing an<f thereby oblige Dr. Corderey to do the 
same. 

Monica looked at him. 

He was a dark, 'square, «youngish-looking man, short and 
stocky*, with a serious, clean-shaven face, and a pair of very 
intelligent, brilliant dai#c eyes. 

He had given Monica a very comprehensive look on being 
introduced, and now he was ning exactly the same atten- 
tive, alert gaze on Cecily Marlowe, without speaking. 

‘Tve Tjeen suggesting that Cecily should pay us a visit 
for a few days, Frederica, if she’s tobe kept away from your 
mother’s room. It will be less lonely for her,” said Mrs. 
Ingram. 

“Oh, thank you. I think that’s a very good it-.ea,” Fredeiaca 
said eagerly. 

Monica looked at* her rather indignantly. R«ally, Cecily 
was a little fool to«tand thi.<isort of thing 'from a sister barely 
three years her senior. Why didn’t she answer for herself? 

Surprisingly, Cecily did so. 
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very kind of Mrs. Ingram, but Td rather not go just 
now,^’ she said in a voice that betrayed her labouring breath. 

think that while ^namma is ill, I ought to be here just as 
much as Frederica.*' 

In an instant, the atmosphere had become tense. The point 
at issue might be* trivial: the morbid emotional values sur- 
rounding it were exaggerated out of all proportion. 

Even«Mrs. Ingram seemed momentarily perplexed. 

'"But my dear child " she began, and stopped. 

"Cecily!" said Frederica. Her' look at her sister was one 
of mingled command, entreaty, and bitter reproachfulness. 

Cecily had turned Vvhite. The familiar dents came and 
went, at the comers of her nostrils.* 

The masculine voice of the strange .doctor cut across the 
secret, subtle entanglements of the moment. 

"For the present,’* he said briskly, "I don’t want anybody 
from this house to go and stay anywhere else. There’s always 
a faint risk of carrying the germ do another household, and 
that would be a pity." 

"But my sister hasn’t been near infection," said Frederica 
quickly. 

"You can't tell that," he retunred. "Irmny case, it's wiser 
to take no chances.” 

Turning to Cecily he smiled for the first time, showing 
beautiful teeth. 

"As your medical man, I desire you to remain where you 
are for the present," he said decisively. 

"Yes, thank you," faltered Cosily absurdly. 

She was grasping the^back of a chair, and her eyes looked 
scared and enormous in her whitc«face. 

Mrs. Ingram was not pleased. Her raised eyebrows and 
closely compressed lips told Monica so plainly. 

"We can talk about it another tinle," she said, with an 
assumed lightness that was not intended to deceive any- 
body. "I dare say mamma will he packing you both back to 
the country again in a few days, if there's much of this 
influenza about." 
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"There is," said the doctor. "A great deal of it. Now I’ll 
just write out that prescription, if I may.” 

He moved without embarrassment across to the writing- 
table, and sat dov9n. 

"Have you got a good nurse?" Mrs. Ingram made con- 
versation to FredericSi. 

"Yes, very, I think.’| 

"They can be thoroughly tiresome, and give* a lot of 
trouble.” 

"This one seems quite Tiice." 

"Well, I’m glad to hear it. If she gets on with the servants 
all right it’ll be a great mercy. ThSy don',t as a rule. But I 
suppose Rouse can manage that all right." 

It was evident jhat Mrs. Ingram did not think that 
Frederica could manage that, or anything else. 

Nor did she. 

Going home with Monica, a few minutes later, she im- 
patiently said as much. 

"Really, those t^o girl# aren’t normal. I sometimes think 
they're neither of them quite all there. The simplest thing 
upsets them — and nobodjj kncAvs why. I don't suppose they 
know themselves!^’ 

‘•They’ve always been like that,” said Monica help- 
lessly. 

"No, they haven’t,” her mother contradicted her sharply. 
"Morbid and silly, I agree, .hey've always been — ^more or 
less — but not to this extent. If they’d married, either or both 
of them, they'd probably be all right. It’s having nothing to 
do, and nothing to think about, except themselves and their 
own feelings, that makes diem reaet on one another to such an 
extent. Cecily looks tb me as if she might go off her head at 
any minute.” 

"Mother, you dorft mean reallyV’ 

"Well — not literally, I suppose,” said Mrs. Ingram 
rather doubtfully* "No, of*course not. But women who want 
to get married, and can’t, often turn very queer as they grow 
older.” 
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Monica felt little beads of cold sweat pricking at the roots 
of her hair. 

“Frederica says sl^ doesn’t like men.” 

“Of course,” Mrs. Ingram replied irtipatiently. “They 
always say that. She’d sing a very different tune if any man 
ever looked her way.” 

Monica knew how true it was. 

“It seii«ms a pity they can’t do something — take up a 
hobby, or anything.” 

“Neither of them i^ much good at anything, I shouldn’t 
think,” said Mrs. Ingram mercilessly. “Besides, darling, 
when all’s said ar^d done*,' there’s only one job for any woman, 
whether she’s stupid or clever, and that is to 'be a good wife 
to some man and the mother of his children.” 

“And there aren’>t enough men to go round!” exclaimed 
Monica bitterly. 

"Don’t ” broke involuntarily from her mother. 

They went into the iiouse, avoiding one another’a.eyes. It 
was very seldom indeed that they came as near as they had 
come then to a direct mention of the subject that was always 
pre.sent in the minds of both.' 

That afternoon, Carol Anderspn called to see Monica. 
With an air of charming concern he told her that she Iwoked 
tired. 

“You aren’t going to be ill, are you? There’s such a lot of 
influenza about.” 

“I know. We went to ask after Lady Marlowe this morn- 
ing. But I don’t see why I .shouldjget it at all. I haven’t been 
anywhere near it.” 

“I don’t know what I should dp>” said Carol Anderson 
very serioufsly, “if anything was the matter with you, and I 
couldn’t see you. It makes such a tremendous difference to 
me, having you to talk to. Writing could never be the same 
thing.” 

"I like to think I'm a help to, you,” spid Monica, quite 
truly. 

“If ever you disappointed me in any way, Monica, you’d be 
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doing sometliing worse than you probably have any idfia of. 

I take things much, much more seriously than the a’^erage 
man does. I think you know thaft Very*probably I shouldn’t 
reproach you at all. I might say nothing to you whatever. 
But the effect would be there — beyond your control or mine.” 

For the first time, *she felt a little impatient with Carol’s 
solemnities. 

"I hope neither of us will disappoint the otfier,” slie 
returned tritely. ' 

No one could be quicker'than Carol Anderson to detect the 
finest shade of difference in a meaning, in an intonation even. 
He looked at her quickly. 

“Do you say that because you are disappointed in me? If 
so. I’d much rather 3ipu told me so. Don’t be afraid of hurting 
me. I can stand being hurt. I’ve boyie a ‘great deal already — 
and without letting anyone know it — ^and I can bear more, if 
necessary.” 

He squared his shouldtfrs in his favourite gesture. 

"But it isn’t necdSsary, Carol. Truly. Don’t be silly,” said 
Monica rather timidly. “Ofcourse I’mnotdisappointedinyou.” 

It did not even occur hef for a moment that she was, 
actually, speaking an untruth. Her only preoccupation was 
thcTTlgrained one: not to run any risk of losing her hold, 
however tenuous, on the interest of an unmarried male. 

‘Tm glad,” said Carol, apparently accepting her reassur- 
ance. And he added, smiling : little: 

“I didn’t exactly see how you could be disappointed in me, 
I must say, because I’ve never given my confidence to any- 
body as I have to you.” 

He continued to give her his confidence. 

Monica’s frail self-respect continued to derive sustenance 
from his continual demands upon her. She wanted the Mar- 
lowes to sec Carol,* with his evident likjng for her, and 
dependence on her, t)ut it was not easy to arrange. 

Lady Marlowe? took some little while to recover from her 
influenza, and before she was out of her room, Frederica was 
suddenly and violently attacked by the same germ. 
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"S&rve her right,” said Mrs. Ingrain unsympathetically. 
“The Vdiot might just as well have left her mother to Rouse 
and the nurse. I'm sure shC was no use whatever, and now 
look at all the extra trouble she’s givingf’I suppose Cecily 
will want to go and nurse Fricky, and then she’ll get it, and 
the whole thing will go on and on like a merry-go-round.” 

"I should think that if Cecily tries to nurse Fricky, or go 
near herj” said Monica, "Fricky will be perfectly frantic. 
You know tl)e fuss she made before — ^wanting her out of the 
house, and all that.” 

"I’ve no patience with her. Still, better ring up to-night 
and find out how-shc is,* and if we can do anything.” 

Monica rang up Cecily, and made all enquiries. Cecily, her 
voice expressionless, said that the hospital nurse was looking 
after Frederica, and that ,she was sleeping most of tlie time. 

"Are you — do you — sit with her?” hazarded Monica. 

"No.” 

That was all. Cecily offered no explanation. It was entirely 
characteristic of her life-long alkgianc^ to her tyrant not 
even to comment upon a circumstance of which Monica knew 
the inner cause as well as she did tv'rself. 

She only added that Dr. Cordercy was being very kind. 

"He thinks we ought to go away for a cliange aftCi’ all 
this.” 

"Abroad? That would be nice.” 

“Yes. Of course it all depends on mamma. She hasn’t said 
anytliing about it yet.” 

Cecily sounded neitlier more ner less dreary than usual. 
Monica, hanging up the 1 eceiver, reflected that to go abroad 
with Lady Marlowe as one of two cinmarriageable daughters 
would probably be worse than to remain at home as usual. 
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CHAPTER IV 


M r. INGRAM, who was not nervous where infection was 
concerned, was quite ready to let Monica go round to 
Belgrave Square whenever sJie liked. 

The London routine of parties and visits had long ago 
been dropped. It was better, the Ingrjmis tacitly decided, that 
Monica should Wave her oWn friends, and her own occupations, 
rather than that she should strenuously fulfil the obligations 
of season after season amongst a crowd of younger girls. 

She had friends — ^not very intimate ones, for most of her 
contemporaries had married, and Monica could not bear to 
sec them too often — and sl^ manufactufed occupations. There 
were always small shopping errands to be done, the flowers 
to be arranged, occasional visits to picture galleries and 
Exhibitions, and Sunday afternoon concerts. At one time 
Monica had attencied a seyies of Red Cross lectures, with a 
view*^% learning First Aid. The classes were attended entirely 
by women, and she found tliem very dull. As Mrs. Ingram 
said, they led to nothing. 

It was really a relief to M* mca to go and sit with Cecily 
in the dreary Belgrave Square drawing-room, or to walk 
round the Square garden wi^h her. 

They had known one another so Jong that they could be 
almost natural .together, ayd it was easier still in the absence 
of Frederica's bitter, jfcornful tongue and perpetual air of 
tragedy. 

"How is Fricky?" •Monica enquired perfunctorily every 
afternoon, and even more perfunctorily: ^‘H®w is Lady 
Marlowe.*^" 

Lady Marlowe was taking her time. She liked the hospital 
nurse who was looking after her, and had turned the care of 
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Frederica over to tlie severe and elderly maid. Rouse. Cecily 
did not see her sister, and only paid her mother a short visit 
morning and evenii^g. 

She appeared to have nothing whatever to do, but she was 
not unhappy. It seemed to Monica, on the contrary, that 
Cecily was looking less miserable. Cnee or twice she made 
suggestions, such as she would not have ventured on in 
Frederira’s presence, for a walk in Kensington Gardens, to 
watch the children playing there. Monica, obscurely moved, 
always avoided the sight of young children, and she was sur- 
prised that Cecily should care to go and look at them. But 
Cecily seemed |iappiei than usual, watching the shouting, 
running, woolly-clad babies, and their smart, uniformed 
nurses. 

On a mild afternoon in late autumn, they walked across 
the Park together, returning to Belgrave Square for tea. 

The small, neat car of Dr. Corderey stood at the door. 

“Shall I go?” suggested Monic?. 

“Oh no. He only stays a few^minut^s. He’ll just come in 
and tell me everything’s all right,” said Cecily. 

She stood by the table in the hall, listlessly opening a 
couple of circulars. There was ^ rapid .tread on the stairs 
above, and Dr. Corderey came quickly down. 

Although he had been moving so rapidly, he did not seem 
to be in a hurry, but stood and talked cheerfully, giving an 
excellent account of both patients. 

“Your mother talks of Brighton on Saturday, and I think 
that would be a very good ides^. I’ve persuaded her to take 
her maid with her, and.,leave Nurse Hopkins here for Miss 
Marlowe.” 

“Shall we join her later, then — my sister and I?” 

“I think it would be a very good idea if your sister had a 
change — and you too.” 

Something in Dr. Corderey’s tone s^^ruck Monica, and she 
looked at him. He was watching Cecily vdth the same air of 
close professional attention that she had observed once 
before. 
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“Are you particularly busy just now?” he suddenly 
enquired. 

“Not at all,” said •Cecily, startled. 

“Then may I h4ve a word with you? About this change of 
air, and so on,” he added, as if to reassure her. 

“Won’t you come <up to the drawing-room? Will you — 
will you have some tea?” Cecily asked doubtfully. 

Monica, too, would have felt doubtful at making such a 
suggestion, but Dr. Corderey was apparently not doubtful 
at all, and he accepted <he offer briefly and matter-of- 
factly. 

Cecily poured out tea witli fumbling, ill-assured gestures, 
and the doctor* handed tca-cakes and bread-and-butter. He 
talked quietly on indifferent subjects. 

Monica began to feel that she liked him. Not quite — 
quite, of course, but he seemed nic^, and very kind, and she 
had an idea, for which she could have offered no reasonable 
grounds, .that he must bc<:lever. 

He began to speak, ab^ut books, and she found, to her 
great surprise, that he had been lending books to Cecily. 
Poetry. He asked Cecily’s opinion, and she gave it. Monica 
realized that it wa# almost* the only time she had ever heard 
Ceciljfc assert an independent view of her own. Perhaps she 
liad held independent views in her own mind — but she had 
not hitherto dared to put them into words. 

“Do you read a great deal. Miss Marlowe?” 

“Not a great deal — 1 garden — at home,” said Cecily. 

“At home — ^that’s in Yorkshire. Are you there most of 
the time?” 

“Yes. We. like it bejter than London,” said Cecily 
quickly. 

“You and your sister. Tell me, have : ou ever Ijpen 
separated from your sister?” 

“No,” said Cecily, colouring deepl}’, her lignds moving 
uneasily. 

“You were never sent to school, either of you?” 

“Oh no.” 
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‘‘Well,” said the doctor abruptly, ‘‘it's a great pity.” 

Monica felt as though he had suddenly caused a bomb to 
explode at tlieir feet^. 

In the mysterious world of morbid reticences, artificial 
loyalties, and tortured nervous sensibilities that made up life 
for Frederica and Cecily Marlowe it was never admitted that 
they could ever have been better apart. 

“Youtsee,” said tlie doctor, and he now addressed himself 
to Monica rather than to Cecily, ‘‘the very best thing for Miss 
Marlowe, when she's a little stronger, would be to get right 
away. She's not in a satisfactory condition, as regards her 
nerves. In fact, I should very much like to persuade Lady 
Marlowe to let her take a — kind of rest-cure,- in the country, 
at a place I know well. But Miss Marlowe is a difficult 

patient, and she's got you ” he indicated Cecily, "very 

much on her mind. So what I .want to be able to tell her, is 
that you've arranged a pleasant change of some kind for 
yourself. Then perhaps her mind<would be at resf, and we 
could get her to pay rather more, attent'on to what we want 
for her.” 

"Is Frederica very ill?” said Monica, puzzled. "Is there 
much wrong witli her?” 

"She's getting over her influenza very nicely.” 

“But is there something else?” 

The nervous movements of Cecily’s hands had ceased, and 
at Monica’s question slie lifted her head, and met Dr. 
Corderey’s gaze in full. 

"I think, please. I’d like tp know exactly Vvhat you 
mean.” 

“Really?" lie asked, with a peculiar emphasi^. 

Monica did not understand what vie meant, but she saw 
thsjt Cecily did. 

"Yes, really." 

Dr. Cortjerey, never taking his eyjcs off Cecily’s face, 
began to speak very slowly and ^evenly. ^ 

"Your sister is not very far off a bad nervous breakdown. 
We can stave it off, of course — ^this illness has probably done 
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so. But sooner or later, it'll happen, if she goes on living 4his 
kind of life. She’s a naturally nervous, highly-strung subject, 
and from what I can tell she has had no ^motional outlet for 
years — if ever." • 

"Except — me,” said" Cecily, very low. * 

"Except you. I’m glad you spoke of that because, you see," 
said Dr. Cordcrcy, very cheerfully, "I want to save you, if I 
possibly can, from her.” • 

"But you can’t,” said Cecily. "No one can." She began to 
cry. 

"Cecily! Don’t!" Monica cried anxiously. She only half 
understood what was liappening. • , 

"Don’t stop Her. Let hfcr cry, if she wants to," said the 
doctor. ^ 

He got up and stood beside Cecily’s shaking figure, huddled 
on the sofa, and took lier wrist professionally between his 
finger and thumb. 

"Let hor have it out. Ifc won’t do h*^r any harm. Do you 
know anything abou^sick r^prsing?” 

"No,” said Monica. 

"I suppose you were never s«it to school either, and you 
live at home, and have nothing to do — except what you make 
for yourself — and if you were forced to earn your own living 
tomorrow, you’d have to starve.” 

Monica, for an instant, felt offended, because she knew 
that her mother would think she ought to be offended. But he 
had spoken with so much sincerity that she could not pretend 
to disagree. • 

"It’s quite true.” • 

"It’s true of Jiundreds of others too. 'Thousands, I expect. 
Women come to me Wtth every sort and kind of trouble — 
insomnia, and indigestion, and other things — and I do w^at 
I can for them. But what’s really the matter with them is that 
they’re unhappy. It’s.mind, not body.” • 

He released Ceiily’s haq^, and pushed her gently back 
amongst the sofa-cushions. 

"It’s all right. Keep still for a few minutes. Tell me. Miss 

les 



Ingvaiiiy could you get away from London for a week or 
twoP'i 

"I think so." Monica fonsidcred. “Go somewhere with 
Cecily, you nican.^" ^ 

“Yes. Abroad if you like. Switzerland — any bracing 
places." 

Monica felt no certainty of obtaining her mother's per- 
mission ^ As long as she remained unmarried she would be 
regarded by her parents as requiring supervision. 

Cecily raised her disfigured face. 

“Wc shouldn’t be allowed to go abroad, I don't think," 
she said simply. “Not by ourselves." 

“Do you never do anything that you’re* not allowed to 
dor" the doctor enquired. 

“Not often," Cceily admitted, smiling faintly. 

“Then it's a very gfeat pity. I'd like to see you rebel 
against everything tliat you've ever been told and defy every- 
one and — and generally throw your cap over the..windmill. 
Perhaps," suggested Dr. Cordere3% “sacne day, I shall.?" 

Cecily shook her head. 

The tear-stains on her faice, curiously enough, made her 
look very young. | i 

“Well, think about what I've said. I want you to go right 
away somewhere with a friend of your own, and have a 
thorough change." 

“But Frederica " 

“I'll look after Frederica," said the doctor curtly, and 
seeming unaware that he was refjfTring to the daughter of the 
house by her Christian i?ame. 

Almost immediately afterw^ards^ie went away. 

“Would you really like to go away somewhere, Cecily.? 
Yqu've never been anywhere without Frederica, have 
your" 

“Never.'; * 

“I don’t suppose she'd — like ^t, would, she.? I mean, she's 
rather jealous of your having anytliing to do with anybody 
else." 
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"Yes, I know.” • 

It was evident that Cecily, as usual, was either unwilling, 
or unable, to commit 'herself. ^ 

Monica did not* repeat anything that Dr. Corderey had 
said at home. She thought about it very often, and ccaild not 
decide whether she agiseed with Dr. Corderey, or distrusted 
him as her mother would have done. The idea sometimes 
crossed her mind that, if he had been a gentlen^n — she 
meant, someone . belonging to her own world — she might 
have fallen in love with him. Some thought of the kind went 
through Monica's mind with reference to every unmarried 
man that she ever met, but she was scarcely aware of it, any 
more than she realized that whenever she bowed to the new 
moon, or ate the first strawberry of the year, the automatic 
formula that sprang to her lips was always: "/ wish to be 
engaged to be' married.*" * . • 

No suggestion came from Belgravc Square, and Monica 
lioped that.none might. She^id not in tht least want to go away 
into the country with Cecily Marlowe, and she was certain 
that they would not be allowed to go abroad together. And 
even if they were, nothing avould happen. Cecily was 
not the kind of ji)erson Jvith whom anything ever did 
happem 

•Even now, Monica instinctively disassociated herself from 
Frederica and Cecily, when she thought in terms of romantic 
adventure. She could not believe herself to be as unattractive, 
as lacking in all magnetism, as she felt them to be. 

Only sometimes, lying ajj/ake at night, she realized with 
terror that the years were slipping by — and no one had 
wanted to marry her. ^ 

• 

"What ridiculous nonsense!” said Mrs. In^Tam. ^ 
"What, mother?” • 

Even Vernon Ingram looked at his wife acro^ the break- 
fast table and enqujfed also: "What is itpdear?” 

"Poor Theodora Marlowe — as if she hadn't had worry 
enough over those two tiresome girls! Though it's absurd to 
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callcthem girls. I'm sure. She writes very amusingly — she’s 
always amusing — but I can see she’s vexed. Dr. Corderey, 
if you please, has taken,, upon himself to give her some 
extremely unnecessary, and rather impertinent, advice about 
Frederica and Cecily.” 

"What advice?” asked Monica, remembering the little 
scene that she had witnessed in the Belgrave Square drawing- 
room. . 

"Some modem nonsense, darling, about nerves and 
fancies. He thinks it's very badrfor them to be together all 
the time, as of course they are, and he wants Frederica to do 
a rest-cure, or something of the kind. He told Lady Marlowe 
that Cecily ought to be given a chance to get riglit away, on 
her own, and find something to do. As if there was any tiling 
she could do!” i 

"But, motlier — they dre rather odd, both of them. Perhaps 
it really would be a good thing ?” 

"The only thing that would dq either of them any good 
would be to find a husband,” said Mrs.tlngram calmly. "And 
I don’t suppose there’s the slightest chance of that. I wish 
old Dr. Bruce had attended (Jhem himself, instead of sending 
this absurd young man. Tiiere’s* one thing, lie’ll never get 
sent for again. Lady Marlowe is very much annoyed with 
him.” 

Monica could quite well believe it. She knew that Lady 
Marlowe was quite unaccustomed to criticism, and would 
resent it the more where her two unsatisfactory daughters 
were concerned. *• 

She sent for Frederica, and the hospital nurse to join lier at 
Brighton, and ordered Cecily to return to Yorkshire. 

"I can't have two unmarried daughters trailing about the 
Mctropole Hotel after me,” wrote Lady Marlowe, very 
decidedly, to Mrs. Ingram. "Why on earth couldn’t even one 
of them ha\e been a son?” 

Why indeed, wondered Monica. People were proud of 
their sons, whether they married or not. No woman minded 
being seen about with a son — ^far from it. But daughters, she 
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knew, were a very different thing. Even one daughter was 
bad enough. 

After Frederica and the nurse^had ^one to Brighton and 
Cecily had returned, unprotesting, to Yorkshire and the 
company of the permanently resident ex-govemess there, 
Monica’s daily life went on, undisturbed by any event of 
importance. 
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CHAPTER V 


T heNj quite suddenly, there was an accident. 

Monica’s father, returning from the Club one evening 
as usual, was knocked down by a^taxi in the street. 

Vernon Ingram was brought home unconscious. 

He lay in a darkenfd room, knowing nothing, and in 
a moment, as It seemed, the H,ves of all of them had 
altered. 

Nothing was of Importance now ex’cepting the life that 
was threatened. Examination revealed internal injuries, and 
it was feared that they were grave. 

Monica sat down.sta«‘s, and answered the telephone, and 
wrote notes, and occasionally saw some of the people who 
came daily to enquire. 

Most of them were relations, elderly and depressing. 

On the third afternoon Monica* was by herself, oppressed 
and unhappy, and vaguely wi.shing’that Carol Anderson jvould 
come. 

A card was brought in to her and her .spirit knew a 
moment’s lightening. She took it up eagerly and read the 
name of Mr. Pelham. 

"Mr. Pelham asked if you would .see Iiim for a few minutes. 
Miss.’’ 

“Very well. Show him up.’’ 

She was disappointed, but it w'ould be a relief to talk to 
anybody. 

Mr. Pelham’s gravity was habitual, apd it was only slightly 
deepened as he cime into the room and limply .shook Monica’s 
hand. 

"How is he?’’ 

"The same, thank you. He’s conscious now — more or less. 
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He was concussed, you know, as well as being hurt — 
other ways." 

Monica had repeated these, and^ similar, phrases so often 
that she hardly felt as though she knew \^at she was saying. 

"It must be a most anxious time for you. How is your 
mother?" 

"She's wonderful," Monica repeated mechanically. "She's 
with him now. Of course there's a nurse as well." 

"Of course." 

"Won't you sit down? I dare say mother will be down in 
a few minutes. I asked them to let Her know you were 
here." 

"Thank you." 

Mr. Pelham sat down, with liis habitual gesture ot carefully 
pulling up the knees ofTiis trousers. 

"What exactly happened? It was a^ab, wasn't it?" 

"As far as we know " began Monica. 

She recaj>itulated the st^ry of the accident. Slie had been 
asked the same questions, and had given the same replies, 
many times in the past three' days. 

"I see," said Mr. Pelham at in^rvals, and "Really — ^yes — I 
suppose so," in a cqpcerned Voice. 

His f)rawn-like eyes were fixed, inexpressively, upon 

Monica's face, and from time to time he nodded as if to show 

• • * 

that he was paying attention to all she said. 

Monica, as a matter of fact, had no doubts at all of his 
attention. She knew that Mr. Pelham had an extremely and 
unusually •retentive memory. He often surprised her by 
reminding her of quite trivial conversations that they had 
exchanged in the course of the years that they had known one 
another. 

"These cases of concussion are most curiou . I remember 
a cousin of mine, once " 

Monica listened, rather wearily. Almost evPrygne had had 
some similar instance, a case of concussion, about which to 

jp ' 

tell her. Mr. Pelham's cousin had fallen on the back of his 
head, skating at Prince's. . . . 
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l>lonica, in her turn, said ''Yes" and "I see." 

In^ spite of herself, her thoughts wandered. 

Carol had telephoned enquiries twice, and on the last 
occasion she had spbken to him, and saidithat she would like 
to see him. He had promised to come that afternoon, and she 
hoped he would not arrive until Mr. Pelham had gone. 

Mr. Pelham was in no haste to go. He was always apt to 
pay lengthy visits, and Monica had rashly admitted that she 
had nothing to do. 

At last she felt obliged to offqr him tea. 

"Thank you — that's very kind of you. But I don't wish — I 
know you must liave, letters to write — or perhaps you're 
wanted upstairs?" 

"No," said Monica. "He doesn't really want anyone, you 
know. He's under .morphia most of th^ time. To-morrow the 
doctors are hoping to mMke a more thorough examination, to 
see what can be done." 

"Ah yes. I see." 

Mr. Pelham looked graver than evejr. He did not attempt 
to go away. 

Just as tea was brought in,,Carol Anderson came. His warm, 
long pressure of the hand brought a faint sensation of comfort 
to Monica. His questions were almost the same as Jhose of 
Mr. Pelham, but lie put them with an effect of urgency, and 
there was nothing inexpressive in the gaze that he fastened 
upon Monica whilst she replied. 

"I'm so sorry for you," he said gently. "It must be dreadful 
for you. Is there anything in the world that I can do to help 
you, Monica?" 

There was nothing, and she said so. But his earnestness 
had comforted her. She felt that lie cared deeply about what 
had happened, for her sake. 

Mrs. Ingram came down to tea looking pale and exhausted. 
The same things were said, again and again, by them all. She 
repeated that there was little change in^her husband's con- 
dition. The doctors were hoping to make a further examina- 
tion next day. 
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"At least he's not in pain. That's my great comfort,"/she 
kept on saying. 

"It’s wonderful what can be done nowadays," Mr. Pelham 
reiterated with equal persistence. 

Carol Anderson carried a cup of tea to Monica, and made 
her the object of his caj-e, telling her gently in an undertone 
that she must cat something. His solicitiude touched her, and 
sent a thrill of happiness through her. 

"You won’t go just yet, will you?" she murmured, looking 
up at him. 

She meant that she hoped he would outstay Mr. Pelham. 

"Of course I’ll stay, if you’ll let me. I want to," he replied 
gently. 

Monica was almost ashamed of the quick response that his 
words, and still more* his look, woke in J^ier. She wanted to 
tliink only of her father, nolt ^of hetself, nor even of Carol 
Anderson in relation to herself. But as long as he remained 
beside hei;, saying very litjle but ever)Pnow and then looking 
at Iter anxiously an<i affectionately, she knew that she was 
happy. 

She hoped urgently that whe^ her mother made a move to 
return upstairs agjyn, Mr. Pelham would go. 

Mrs# Ingram however sat on in the comer of the sofa, 
finding relaxation in the change of atmosphere. 

At last Mr. Pelham said, "Well " in a tentative 

fashion, and sketched a movement towards rising. 

"I suppose I ought to be going. Please let me know if 
there’s aAy — any change. Perhaps you’ll allow me to come 
round to-morrow?" 

Mrs. Ingram assented. Monica was only intent on seeing 
him go away. 

"Good-bye. I do so hope that you’ll have better news in 
the morning." 

He had shaken haqjls — the moist limpness Rf his touch was 
always faintly distasteful t^ Monica — md her mother had 
signed to her to ring the bell, in order that the servants might 
know he was going. 
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"Good-bye — so kind of you to come/’ 

Mrs. Ingram did not sit down again when Mr. Pelham 
liad made his exit. She remained as though uncertain, standing 
in the middle of the room. 

"Shall I take your place for a little while, and send nurse 
downstairs?" Monica suggested. 

She did not make the suggestion sincerely, for Mrs. 
Ingram ©was very jealous of her own supremacy in the sick- 
room, and did not allow Monica to share it. 

"No, darling, no. Thank you. Dear father likes me to be 
there, when he comes to himself a little. I think I must go 
back now." 

She rustled slowly from the rooiii. 

For the first time in her life, perhaps, thought Monica, her 
motlier seemed really unaware that she' was leaving her alone 
in the room with an eligJblc young man. 

"She's wonderful, isn't she," said Carol respectfully. 

He pushed an arm-cliair closer tq the fire. 

"Sit down and rest, Monica. May I- stay a few minutes 
longer?" 

"Oh, please do." 

Monica’s habitual self-consciousness w,as loosened, in the 
relaxed mood following on the shock of the accident, ?nd she 
was neither startled nor alarmed when Carol Anderson drew 
a small chair very close to hers, and took her hand in his. 

"I'm so awfully sorry for you, dear. I do so understand 
what you're going through. Quite apart from the fact that 
I've had a good deal of personal experience of iKness and 
anxiety, I seem to know, by intuition exactly what my friends 
feel, when they're in great trouble. It's a most extraordinary 
thing, Monica, but it's as if I could ^see inside their minds. 
For instance, I know exactly what your mother is experienc- 
ing, when she sits upstairs, watching him. I know what you’re 
feeling now, peWiaps almost better thar\.you know yourself.” 

Monica was accustomed to Carol's sti;ange conviction of 
his own infallibility, and still stranger candour in proclaiming 
it. She was, in fact, deriving a warm and blessed sense of 
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comfort from the close hold of his hand over hers, and liken- 
ing very little to what he was saying. 

Presently she understood that h^ was telling lier about the 
illness and death (ff a friend at Cambridge. It was Carol, it 
seemed, who had nursed him, remained with him to tlie end, 
and been the only person responsible for the trying for- 
malities connected with sending the young man's body to his 
home in the North of Ireland. 

"I was only twenty-one, actually, but I seemed able to do 
it all somehow. It had to be done, and I was the only person 
available, and so I simply went througfi with it. After it was 
all over I thought: Well, if I can do a thin^ like that I can 
do aiiyibing. It j?howed me my own strength, I suppose. That 
was lucky, perhaps, if I'd only known it." 

In the silence that Ibllowcd, Monica seemed to hear Viola 
Lester's name as clearly as thgugh it had been spoken. 

She sighed, moved restlessly, and broke the spell. 

"I'm going to leave y 4 )u, now. Afe you a little bit less 
unhappy than when h camej" 

"Yes," she replied with truth. 

"I can nearly always do tha^'' said Carol very gently, as 
he rose to his feet. "It's jomething — I don't exactly know 
what-»that goes out from me to the other person. I'm glad 
I.'ve helped you, Monica." 

A week from the day of his accident, Vernon Ingram died, 
scarcely recovering consciousr'ess. 

Examination had revealed the hopelessness of the case, 
and Mrst Ingram had becj^ prepared by the doctors for her 
husband's death. She had, at first, seamed very brave. 

"If only he .doesn't have to suffer, I can bear anything," 
she kept on repeating. 

Vernon Ingram did not have to suffer. The. nternal injiy-ies 
that he had sustained#were of such a nature as to make the 
case hopeless, and tlu-TC was no attempt to d5 n^re than save 
him, as far as posable, froi^j pain. Thetioctors used morphia 
freely. 

Monica went in to see him, and he did not know her. 
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''perhaps to-morrow," said the nurse compassionately. 

She* was an elderly woman, and — taking her cue from 
Mrs. Ingram— evidently regarded Monica as an utterly 
inexperienced girl, to be kept in ignorance \is long as possible 
of the shadow that was hourly drawing closer to the house. 

Monica, in fact, felt unable to realize the approach of 
death. Ever since she could remember, her father and mother 
had beeiT there — ^part of the fabric of existence. She could not 
imagine one of them without the other. 

She went up to bed on the night of her father's death, in 
obedience to her mother's injunction, believing still in a 
childish way that in the morning, somehow, there would be 
hope. 

Even the familiar bedroom, that had, been hers ever since 
she had outgrown a ‘iiurse and a night-nursery, offered a silent 
testimony that violent an^ radical change held no place in her 
life. Pink silk, brass, and white-painted furniture still pre- 
dominated. The wall-paper, originally a pattern of pink roses 
and silver trellis-work, had been replaced by a very modem 
one — birds, of an unspecified variety, hovering amongst 
branches from which hung clusters of a fruit tliat Monica 
always supposed, rather vaguely,, to be seme kind of pome- 
granate. The colour of these "toned in" with the pink cCirtains 
and the china on the wash-stand. 

The embossed silver set of brushes and boxes, with the 
heads of angels on the backs, still lay on the dressing-table. 

The picture of Napoleon, that had once testified to Monica's 
first act of independence, had lorg ago disappeareS. It had 
been replaced, in fact, several times, as different cults had 
taken Monica's fancy. For a long wliile, nov% she had had 
hanging against the wall a reproduftion of The Laughing 
Cavalier. There was a faint resemblance to Carol Anderson in 
the set of the head. 

The thought of Carol comforted her, for he had shown her 
great affection and sympathy, and had b?cn to the house 
continually. 

Perhaps, she thought dimly, her trouble would bring him 
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closer to her. She did not expect to take Viola Lester's j/ace 
in Carol's imagination, for it was evident enough that only 
the unattainable could ever really# satis^ his yearnings for 
romance, but she Vould have been more tlian content to 
accept anything that he cared to offer her. 

Nobody wanted to marry her, and Monica's deepening 
terror and dismay told her that, if she could not marry — and 
the chances of it were lessening year by year — ^there vfas very 
little left for her in life. 

She pushed the thought away from her with all her might, 
and went to bed. 

A familiar dream visited her. 

She was m the'dining-rdbm downstairs, and reading a copy 
of The Morning Post, ^and saw in it the announcement of her 
own forthcoming marriage. As usual, fn the dr^am, the 
name of the man she was to marry was a blurr. She was con- 
scious of dismay and disappointment because she could not 
remember- having received a proposal, nor an engagement 
ring, but at the sanfc tim^ she felt glad, because she was 
going to be married at last a^d her parents would be so 
pleased. She could hear her fathoi' coming downstairs, step by 
step, and turned torthe dooj, waiting to see him come in and 
to greet him .with her joyful tidings. The steps grew louder 
and louder, and it seemed as if the house shook with them. . . . 

"Miss Ingram — Miss Ingram. ..." 

Someone was knocking at her door. 

"What is it.J^" Monica, confused and startled, sprang out of 
bed, switfliing on tlie light she did so. 

"Better come down. Quickly, mytdear — ^he's going fast." 
The feet of the^nurse retreated swiftly down the stairs again. 

Monica threw on htr dressing-gown and followed her. 
The lights on botli landings were burning, and the door of^ier 
fatlier's room stood open. 

Her mother was kneeling by the bed and thoinurse stood 
beside her. The ba«idaged figure on the pillows lay quite still, 
but the sound of heavy breathing was loud in the dim room. 
Monica, trembling violently, went close to the head of the bed. 
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""Can’t anything be done?” she whispered, agonizedly. 

The nurse shook her head. 

"He can't feel ai^ythingi. He’s not conscious,” she said. 

Tlie tiny clock on the mantelpiece chimed two. Anotlier 
sound mingled with it and then ceased. 

For a moment Monica did not understand what had 
happened. 

TheK she saw her mother’s dark head — still with its 
elaborate coils and curls dressed as she wore it every day — 
sink to the pillow. 

"She’s fainted — the very best thing she could have done,” 
said the nurse, in husl*.ed tones. "I sliould like to get her on 
to her bod before she comes round.” 

Between them, they took Mrs. Ingram into her room, and 
Monica rang the ujistairs bell for Parsons. 

"Had we better send for. the doctor?” she whispered 
piteously. 

"No, no. He can’t 'do anything<for ” the nurse signed 

with her head towards the other voom. '♦‘Your mother’s worn 
out, that's what it is, with the strain. She’ll be round in a 
few minutes. I want a liot drink for her, and for you too, Miss 
Ingram.” 

Parsons came down, and although she at once began to 
cry, she was practical and helpful, knew where to find a small 
flask of brandy, and heated some milk on the spirit-lamp. 

The nurse occupied herself with Mrs. Ingram, who came 
to, shivering and moaning, and presently broke into hysterical 
screaming and sobbing. 

It took the nurse a long while to quiet her, and to persuade 
her to let herself be undressed and put into bed- 

"Stay with her. Miss Ingram. I iftust go back,” said the 
nurse. 

"Shall I come and lie down beside you, mother?” 

"If you like.^It's dreadful — dreadful! I can't believe it. Oh, 
Monica — Monica ! ’ ' 

She was screaming again, stifling the sound in the pillow, 
throwing herself about, and clutching wildly at Monica. 
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The hours passed, liideous as a nightmare. Mrs. Ingram 
would not rest for an instant, nor allow Monica tej do so. 
When she was not 'crying and exclaiming hysterically, she 
poured out a toiPrent of words, partly reminiscences of her 
married life, and partly a series of assertions to the effect that 
she could not live, Monica must not expect her to survive 
the agony of her loss. 

The self-control that she had manifested throughout the 
past week had deserted her completely. 

Monica tried liard to ory, and could not. She was princi- 
pally conscious of feeling sick, an3 continued to shiver 
spasmodically. 

Time pAsseef with incredible slowness. Monica thought that 
it must be nearly six o'clock and that the servants would soon 
be stirring, and then turned on the light to look at the clock, 
and saw that it was barely four. She wondered if the clock 
could have stopped,^ but the hands of her mother's watch 
pointed to tlie same houi'% 

Presently the nu»e caiUjB in, asked if she could do anything, 
and said that she had sent Parsons back to bed and would get 
some sleep herself. 

“You'll be hawing youj tea brought in at eight," she said 
liopefclly. “.Try and get some sleep, won't you. Wliy not let 
•me give you some aspirin, Mrs. Ingram.^" 

She fetclied the aspirin, and Mrs. Ingram took it, protesting 
and sobbing all the time. "J'he nurse soothed her, speaking 
witli an assumption of professional authority tliat quieted 
Mrs. Iifgram for a little vjjiile. 

Afterw^ards, when the nurse hadfleft them, she lay back in 
the bed, but q^ntinued to^tuni and twist restlessly, every now 
and tlien breaking iifto fresh sobs, and ceaselessly talking 
without pausing for any reply. 

Two or three timts between four o'clock and six Monica 
fell into an uncas}^ doze, but always to Bb roused by the 
sobbing, tossing^^oman a^ her side. 

At last, as soon as she heard sounds of movement in tlie 
house, Monica got uy and went to her own room. 
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Shcrf felt stiff and chilled, as though she had been up and 
dressed^ all night long. 

As she dressed, she rentombcred with startled astonish- 
ment that she ought to put on a black drc^s. She could only 
find a black serge skirt and a grey satin blouse, with a black 
bow in the front of the square sailor collar. She found that she 
dreaded a return to her mother, but she was ashamed of the 
feeling, and went down at ome. To her intense relief, Mrs. 
Ingram had fallen into a heavy sleep. She did not wake until 
the arrival of the doctor, summoned by telephone soon after 
eight o'clock. 
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CHAPTER VI 


Y ou must be your mother's comfort now, Monicas You're 
all she has left." 

Almost every relation and friend of the Ingrams said that 
to Monica. 

They had attended Vernon IngranVs funej-al, and had sent 
quantities of expensive wreaths and crosses and anchors made 
of flowers, and manjj of them had come back to the house 
afterwards and had gone, one by one,* to sit for a few minutes 
with the widow, in her small boucfoir on the second floor, 
while Monica remaingd, with the throng of black-clad re- 
lations, ii>the library downstairs. 

The day after the®funerjil she and her mother went away, 
to rooms on- the south coast. 

It was early in the year, and iitterly cold. Cousin Blanche, 
who had suggested the place and had recommended the 
roomsf assured them that it would be much warmer than in 
London, and that it was quiet a place where they would see 
nobody, and could go for walks in the sun and breathe the 
sea air. 

Monica, ever afterwards, remembered that fortnight as one 
of perpetual physical misery. It seemed to her that they spent 
all their time in trying to coax an uEwilling fire to burn, and 
finding tepid .water in tbeir rooms at night. Twice they 
changed their lodging;^, but nowhere could they find warmth. 
Parsons caught a heavy cold and was so miserable that I^rs. 
Ingram sent her backfto London, but obstinately refused to 
return there herselti She said that she couid#not face the 
changed house. 

Day after day, in the sitting-room where the window- 
frames rattled wildly, under the onslaughts of a perpetual 
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nort>i-east wind, Monica and Mrs. Ingrain sat, with black- 
edged, notepapcr and envelopes strewing the tables and 
chairs, and answered innurjicrable letters of condolence, con- 
tinually interrupted by outbursts of tears ffoin the widow. 

There was a great similarity in all the letters that they had 
received. Monica felt that it could hardly be otherwise. Some 
of the writers made the mistake of referring to their own 
experience of loss and sorrow. 

‘‘Your feet arc now treading the thorny path that mine trod 
nearly ten years ago. . . ." 

“I think you know that I too have known what it is to lose 
all that I held most dear in life 

Those letters Mrs. Ingram read with tightened lips and an 
air of unspoken resentment. She replied to them, however, 
as to all the others- -loiig, long answers that covered several 
sheets of the black-bordeVed paper, and that were frequently 
blotted with tears, so that she had to write them, or part of 
them, over again. 

Monica had letters of her owp to ar.swer, but tlie ones 
written by friends of her own generation were a good deal 
shorter than those of the older, people. 

“These young things who haye neven known sorrow,’* 
said Mrs. Ingram, with a kind of pitying superiority.** 

She saw most of Monica's replies; indeed it would have 
been almost impossible to avoid doing so in the vast accumu- 
lation of correspondence that seemed to Hood their small 
sitting-room and single writing-table. 

Monica did not resent it. She ^^'ealized that these* days of 
bereavement belonged e,\clusivcly to her mother, and that 
Mrs. Ingram took for granted her priority right in everything 
that concerned their loss. 

The only letters that Monica was at pains to keep to lierself 
were those that she received from Carol Anderson. 

They we^e 'affectionately worded .letters — he always 
began, Monica, my dear, and signed hiiyself, Yours with 
love, Carol — but they often strayed into curiously uncon- 
vincing dissertations on books that he had been reading, plays 
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that he had seen, or abstract questions that he declared ftim- 
self to have analysed and answered. It was difficult to avoid 
the conclusion that l>e wrote homing to impress his corres- 
pondent, and perhaps himself as well. 

Monica felt a certain tenderness for Carol's vanity, when 
she permitted herself tp recognize it. But if she sought, as she 
sometimes did, to idealize him, and endow him with qualities 
of strength, generosity^ and sincerity, she was fpreed to 
admit that very often he chilled and disappointed her. It was 
evident that he would always take everything, and give very 
little in return. Monica continued to >^rite to him, to think 
of him very often, and to wish despairingly that he would 
ask her to sparry him. 

The fortnight at the sea was the longest one that she had 
ever known. It seemed to become mdre impossible to achieve 
warmth every day. Mrs. Ingram* was not accustomed to 
walking, and twenty minutes' slow progress along the sea 
front, battling against ap icy wind, usually tired her out 
without improving the state of her circulation. 

"Monica,. I can't bear this wind any longer. It's not doing 
cither of us any good — your J^cc is blue, my*child. Come 
indoors." 

Tlmy went indoors, but’ except for the absence of the cut- 
ting wind it did not seem to be much warmer there. Draughts 
came in beneath doors, and through window-sashes, and the 
stairs and bedrooms acliieved a degree of iciness that sur- 
passed the sitting-room. It was only possible to keep warm 
in bed, oach with a hot-w^ter bottle, and all their heaviest 
coats spread over the blankets. Mr^. Ingram, however, was 
sleeping badly, and ver^^ often called Monica from the 
adjoining room in order that she might listen to an out- 
pouring of despair, ending in a storm of sobs and 
tears. 

By the time she l^d wept and talked hersSf into a state of 
exhaustion, and Monica coyld leave hei% the hot-water bottle 
in the deserted bed had grown tepid and Monica, chilled and 
distressed, found it difficult to regain any degree of comfort. 
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ItSsomctimes seemed to her as though, in the accumulated 
miseries of the moment, she almost lost her sense of personal 
sorrow at her father's death. 

When she thought of him now, it waa-of him as he had 
seemed rto her in her baby-days — a beneficent and omnipotent 
being of herculean proportions — ^rath^r than as the remote, 
conventionally affectionate father, of whose secret disappoint- 
ment in Jiis only child she had so long been bitterly aware. 

Yet it seemed strange and sad, almost impossible indeed, 
to resume life in the familiar E?ton Square house without 
him. Mrs. Ingram continually repeated that nothing could 
ever, ever, be the same ,again. 

It was a bitterly cold day when they tmveljfd back to 
London, and Monica continually found herself looking for- 
ward eagerly to the.wai'mth and comfort of their own house. 
The anticipation of physical well-being, actually, over- 
powered any sense of distress in returning to the sight of 
her father’s vacant place. 

At Victoria, a hat-box belonging to Mr/s. Ingram was found 
to be missing. 

“I'm certain it was put inj— absolutely certain," declared 
the widow, over and over again. She hurried up and down the 
platform, her heavy furs held against her face to shield her 
from the raw, foggy air, compelling the porter to look 
repeatedly for the missing box in vans that lie had already 
thoroughly searched. 

Monica, cold and exasperated, clutching her mother's 
heavy green leather dressing-bag, followed her on keels that 
seemed suddenly to have grown too high, so that she leant 
forward at an insecure angle and tottered slightly in her thin 
patent-leather shoes. 

“We must go to the Lost Luggage place," said Mrs. 
Ingram. 

“Oh dear, frills fog! Monica, can you.remember seeing it 
actually labelledV* 

“I think they labelled everything." 

“Darling, what's the good of saying that.? It isn't a question 
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of having labelled everything. I want to know if the ba^hom 
was labelled." 

"I'm afraid I don't remember." 

"I'm perfectly certain it was. f saw to everything myself. 

I shall have to get accustomed to that now," said Mrs. Ingram 
bitterly. 

Monica saw that her mother was preparing to cry. Intense 
nervous irritation clutclfed her, and she clenched her teeth in 
the effort to subdue it. 

Mrs. Ingram fumbled^ amongst her belongings — muff, 
pocket, handbag, and jewel-case — ^fof a handkerchief. She 
raised her veil ^nd dabbed at her eyes. 

"Here you ase, lady," jaid the porter. 

It took Mrs. Ingram more than twenty minutes to say all 
that she wished to sSy at the Lost Property Office, and to fill 
in the necessary form. 

At last it was finished. 

"Cab, hdy?" 

"There should b(^a car waiting." 

"It's there, mother. I saw it," said Monica. 

"Thank Heaven. I was beginning to feel that Everything in 
the world was lo^t." 

Mi;^. Ingram cried all flie way home. 

She cried "again, more violently, when the familiar library 
was reached and she had sunk into an arm-chair beside the 
fire. 

Monica, kneelipg in front of the welcome blaze and allow- 
ing the iieat to penetrate through and through her, could feel 
nothing but intense physical relief.^ 

In the train slie had wondered wistfully if Carol Anderson 
would have tliought of writing a letter to greet her on arrival. 
She did not think it likely. Affectionate an^ charming as he 
often showed himself towards her, he had but few moihents 
of imaginative insight where anyone himself was 
concerned. 

The letters were brouglit in, and Monica looked through 
hers with a flicker of hope. Carol, however, had not written. 
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Mi.*nica thought: Men aren’t like women. ITiey never 
think of things like that. If 7 cared about anybody. . . . 

There was a kind of stifled scream from Mrs. Ingram. 

“Monica, Monica-^-oh, *i can't bear it— they've sent — 
they’ve spnt — these ’’ 

Her pale ringed hands almost threw the papers at Monica, 
and then flew up to cover her convulsed face. 

“How jCan I bear it — ^liow can I go on living.'*’’ wailed Mrs. 
Ingram, rocking herself backwards and forw'ards. 

Monica saw that in her lap werg designs for a headstone. 
The firm had sent several drawings, as well as a covering 
letter and estimate of prjpes. 

She looked at them with a qu^pr feeling of unreality, 
envying her mother’s violence of emotion. 

“Give them to me,” sabbed Mrs. Ingtam. 

“Won’t you look at them to-morrow moming, mother? 
You must be very tired.” 

“What does it mattei if I’m tirec/? What is tlicre to save 
myself for now? My life is over — OT><'r,”,jSaid Mrs. Ingram 
wildly. 

For anotht^'r hour .she continued to weep and exclaim, 
alternately poring over the designs and pushing them violently 
away from her. 

Then a message was brouglit in to say tliat there was a 
visitor downstairs. 

Carol? 

Monica’s heart leapt. 

But the card that was handed to Mrs. Ingram wa&that of 
old cousin Blanche. 

At first, Mrs. Ingram declared that it was impossible to 
sec her. It was too soon. The early days of bereavement 
should be sacred . . . then, with the revulsion of feeling 
characteristic of her unbalanced condition, she altered her mind. 

“She’s dear, dear father’s relation — one of his family. I 
think he might have wished me to see her. Go down, Monica, 
and bring cousin Blanche in here to me. You must leave us 
alone, darling.” 
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Ashamed of the unspeakable relief that rushed over her at 
the words, Monica left the room. 

Cousin Blanche was. grave, but not emotional. She I^issed 
Monica, asked aftar her mother, and sAid: "You must be 
everything in the world to her now,” and then went to 
Mrs. Ingram. 

It was almost the first break in the continual tite-a-tete of 
the last three weeks, and *Monica felt sick and weak ^yith the 
relief of being alone and able to relax the ceaseless tension of 
day and night. 

She went slowly up to her own room,* took off her hat and 
sealskin jacket, ^nd the tight, stiff p;\fent-leather shoes, and 
dropped upqp th« bed in utter exhaustion. 

Except for the fact that her nights, for the most part, were 
now her own again, if was the last hftur of solitude that she 
was to know for many months. 

Mrs. Ingram could not bear to be by herself. 

She waijted to talk incejsantly about herself, her loss, the 
devotion that had e^sted between herself and her husband, 
and her complete indifference to life and longing for death. 

Everyone, Monica included, t^ok it for granteJthat it was 
Monica's part to ^sten to*her with unflagging sympathy, 
compassion, and reverence, and to remain close beside her 
always. 

After their return to Eaton Square, life became easier, 
because friends and relations came to visit them, and after a 
little while it was possible to persuade Mrs. Ingram to return 
the visits i» Once or twice she even proved willing to go and 
stay away for a few nights. Moyica always went with 
her. 

Time slipped away^ slowly, monotonously, and irre- 
trievably. One day Monica realized that her nv ther no longer 
said: "It was a month,ago to-day . . . two months exactly 
since ” 

Without knowing it, th^ had ceased to measure time 
from the day tliat Vernon Ingram had left them. 

Routine established itself. 
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After the quarter-past-nine breakfast Mrs. Ingram inter- 
viewed the cook, and carried out all the duties of housekeep- 
ing, none of which she had ever delegated — for she continued 
to regard Monica uS an irresponsible clrld. Afterwards she 
read the front page and Court Circular of the morning paper 
very carefully, commenting on the contents aloud to Monica, 
glanced at the lieadlines, said that the Suffragettes ought to 
be whijoped at the cart's tail and that Ireland was more 
trouble than it was worth, and occasionally pursued some 
distinguished invalid, whose condition was reported, into the 
pages of Burke or Dtbrett. 

At eleven o'clock Nfrs. Ingram had a small tray brought 
to her with biscuits and a patent food, and JVIonica, un- 
willingly, liad to drink a glass of milk. Her mother had de- 
creed that milk was 'good for the Complexion — although 
Monica’s skin, actually ,*had long since lost all its glow and 
acquired a permanent clear pallor that made her look older 
than she was. 

Soon afterwards they went out. Thu^-e was always some- 
thing to be done — flowers to be ordered from Sylvester's in 
Sloane Squefre, or wool from) Head's in Sloane Street. Some- 
times they went as far as Harrod^s Store?, or, on fine morn- 
ings, for a turn in the Park. 

Luncheon was at half-past one. Occasionally someone was 
asked to come, but usually they sat alone, waited on by tlie 
two men-servants, and with all the heavy silver, glass, and 
china put on the table just as had always been done. 

After coffee in the library, Mrs. Ingram, by hc^- doctor's 
orders, rested on tlie sofa. She was persuaded that she was a 
very bad sleeper, and would not admit tliat she ever dozed in 
the day-time, so that she liked ’Monica to remain in the 
library with her, in order that they might exchange occasional 
remarks. 

Sometimes ttley went out driving in the afternoon, or to 
pay a call, feometimes Mrs. Ingram wrote letters at the 
drawing-room writing-table, murmuring half to herself and 
half to Monica all the time. 
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''Army and Navy Stores — Army and Navy Co-operative 
Stores, I believe they call themselves — ^Victoria Street, S.W. 
Really, I wish I knew* how the ser^vants get through so much 
tea. I'm sure it’s vtry bad for the maids,* and I shall tell Mrs. 
Horben so. Army and Navy Co-operative . . . Dpar me, 
that's the last envelopus. ... I hope I haven't run out of 
envelopes. Monica, just look in the bottom drawer of the 
lacquer cabinet, darling.* . . . No, dear, mother ^aid the 
bottom drawer. Don't you ever pay attention to what you're 
told.'* Well, then, look in the middle drawer. Or the top one, 
perhaps. I thought so. I knew there were some somewhere. 
But that's the last box. I'd better ord^r some more." 

"Shall I telephone?" 

"No, darling. I'd better write. I never think the telephone 
is really safe ; it's so easy for the shop to make a mistake, and 
then say they didn’t hear Whajt one*said. No, I shall have to 
write. Messrs. Trusloyc & Hanson — ^Dear Sirs, Kindly send 
me How many do yciu think I’d better order, Monica?" 

Mrs. Ingram frecjiicntly^ asked some such rhetorical ques- 
tion, but Monica knew very wcjl that she did not really want 
her daughter's advice. Whatever reply she made her mother 
invariably received it with*a shako of the head. 

"Nonsens^ darling. That wouldn't do. No, I'd better tell 
them. ..." 

Tea was brought to the drawing-room. 

Quite often Carol Anders "‘n came to see Monica, Mr. 
Pelham called and remained in solemn conversation for an 
hour, or'^ld friends lookec^ in and exchanged small items of 
news concerning acquaintances and gelations. 

These interruptions fogmed the most exciting events of 
Monica's life. 

The evenings were usually trying. Monic : could not fall 
back on her old resource of strumming on the piano, for if 
she did, Mrs. Ingram said that "music upse^h^" and began 
to cry. 

She and her mother glanced desultorily through the new 
novels sent from Mudie's, or sometimes played patience 
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together. From half-past nine onwards, Mrs. Ingram glanced 
continually at the clock and wondered aloud if it was too 
early to go to bed. 

At ten o'clock she^'went. 

Monica had fallen into the habit of coming in to her to say 
good-night, and often remained talking of trivialities in Mrs. 
Ingram's room until midnight or later. 

'Thenrshe would crawl upstairs, listless and yet exhausted, 
and fall asleep as soon as she got into bed. 
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Book Three 
The Happy Ending 


CHAPTER I 


I T WAS Sunday afternoon, and Mr. Pelham, as usual, was 
paying a lengthy call qp Mrs. ancf Miss Ingram. 

His conversation, for once, was absorbing their entire 
attention, for he had just returned from a visit to Yorkshire 
and had astonishing news of«the Matfowes. 

"I was with the Duncombes, you understand, not staying 
with Lady Marlowe — but^they're fairly near neighbours, and 
you know what an i^erest these good people who live in the 
country take in one anotl/er’s business,” said Mr. Pelham 
in a faintly admonitory tone tltat precluded any assumption 
that he might himself tak<i»any undue interest in his neigh- 
bour’s jiff airs. 

“Well, Cecily Marlowe has aajuired a — a suitor.” 

“Is she engaged.^” cried Monica. A frightful pang went 
through her. 

"It must be somebody very unsuitable,” said Mrs. Ingram 
shrewdly* “or her mother would have rushed them to the 
nearest church long ago.” 

“It is unsuitable,” Mr. Pelham admitted, with a slight 
smile, “but ndt utterly ifnpossible. I think you know the 
young man — a Dr. Corderey.” 

“Do you mean to ^say that he’s had the impertinence to 
propose to Cecily Marlowe.^” 

"So I believe.” 

“Well,” said iftrs. Ingram, recovering herself, “if she has 
any sense, she’d better take him. As I always say, any 
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husband is better than none at all, and those girls have been 
hanging about for years, and no one has ever looked at either 
of tlieln. If I were her mother, I should let her marry him on 
the spot.” 

“Ha&she accepted him?” Monica asked. 

"I believe so. There was a great degl of talk about it in the 
house-party at Cressfield — in fact, one or two of the younger 
people were laying bets about it — but no one knew anything 
definite. The — the principal source of information was the 
married daughter, Clemmie Godv'in — she married Ingleton’s 
eldest son about five' years ago, if you remember — she's by 
way of being a friend of Frederica’s.” 

‘‘I suppose Frederica's tearing, her hair.- Really, I often 
wonder if she's quite all there,” said Mrs. Ingram casually. 
"Do tell us some more,' Mr. Pelham. It's really too amusing. 
What does poor dear Theodora tliink about it?” 

“The general impression seems to be that she began by 
being perfectly furious, and then saw the funny side of it — 
she has such a wonderful .sense of huirour, of course — and 
now she’s going about telling everyone that Cecily is quite 
old enough to know lier own mind ” 

“That’s true, at all events!” ejAculated ,Mrs. Ingram. 

“ — And that if she likes to go and pour medicines out 
of bottles and help mix powders — she puts it in the most 
amusing way — ^why, nobody can very well forbid her 
to.” 

"Theodora is a very clever woman. She’s thankful to get 
one of them off her hands at any price, and she knows how to 
make the best of a bad jqb. I must say, I should have thought 
Cecily would have written to you^ Monica.” 

“So should I,” said Monica coldly. • 

She was bewildered, bitterly jealous, and rather angry. 

‘^Do you know how it happened?”, she enquired of Mr. 
Pelham, who^ turning his head from one to the other of his 
listeners, his face immobile as ev,er, but a certain triumphant 
glistening in his prominent eyes, betokening satisfaction with 
himself and the sensation that he was creating. 
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“That’s another very queer thing. I believe they met in 
London — ^he attended the house professionally “ 

“Good Heavens, it- was I who sent him!” cried *Mrs. 
Ingram, with moreaanimation in her voite and manner than 
had been there for many weeks. 

“Not really?” 

“Practically. He’s partner to our own doctor, and went 
instead of him when tliey’all had influenza.” 

“He went to some purpose,” Mr. Pelham observed, with 
portentous humour. 

“1 should think so indeed! But do go fln.” 

Mr. Pelham went on. 

“I suppose tliat he waV— attracted — ^then.' He apparently 
made the most desperate efforts to get Cecily sent abroad or 
somewhere. Saying, you see, that it tvould be good for her 
health. Well," of course, she always has looked most terribly 
delicate — ^they both have, for that matter — but, as Lady 
Marlowe said, there’s ne\ier been anj^hing the matter with 
her all these years, .%> why^ should she suddenly have to go 
abroad? Especially as he was insistent about her going alone, 
without Frederica.” 

“He said once, ^n fronf of me, that they ought to be 
separat«d,” put in Monica suddenly. “That it would be the 
best thing for them.” 

“Darling, I suppose Dr. Corderey doesn't know better 
than God Almighty,” said her mother humorously. "He gave 
Cecily a sister, and as long as two sisters remain unmarried 
it seems only natural that tljpy should be together, under the 
same roof. Blood is thicker than water, after all.” 

“I know, but ” 

Mrs. Ingram made a^^uick gesture, silencing her. Monica’s 
opinion was of no value, it was not respectful to argue with 
one’s mother, and in apy case she wanted to hear what more 
Mr. Pelham had to yy. 

“Most strangely,” said ]^r. Pelham- inipressively, “most 
strangely, it seems that Cecily and this fciiow entered into a 
correspondence. He lent her books, or sometliing, and I 
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suppose that led to their being sent back, and acknowledged, 
and so on. Not that I mean to say that there was anything in 
the least odd about that, if it had been someone in our own 
world, but really, as it was " 

“Did Fricky aid and abet her?" 

“I'm certain Fricky didn't know anything about it," asser- 
ted Monica, at the risk of being told, in one of Mrs. Ingram's 
favourite phrases, not to lay down the law. She was remem- 
bering the passionate urgency with which Frederica had 
invariably sought to stand between her sister and experience 
in almost any shape. 

Mr. Pelham nodded jn assent. 

“You're quite right, Miss Ingram. Absolutely right. 
Frederica was told nothing whatever about it, I believe. But 
as a matter of fact, ship's acute, as you probably know, and 
she apparently guessed ‘there was something up, so to speak, 
and moved heaven and earth to find out from Cecily what it 
was." 

Monica shuddered slightly. Momiwitarily, she had an 
imaginative glimpse of that inquisition. . . . 

“In fact It was the incessant friction between the two that 
led to the w hole thing coming ou^." 

“And then he proposed?" Mrs. Ingram suggested^ 

“He came straight up to Yorkshire. Unfortunately, nobody 
seems to know exactly what happened next. Clemmie 
Godwin was in Paris just then. Nothing has been given out, 
formally, but there's a general idea that something will be, 
quite soon." 

“Certainly there's nothing to wait for. Very much the 
contrary. I dare say it's a very good thing, after all. He can't 
be marrying her for money, because every penny of it belongs 
to Theodora, and she needn't leave any of it to the girls 
unless she wants to, I believe. But I suppose she'll give Cecily 
an allowance.'/ 

“The runiour is," Mr. Pelham observed in surprised tones, 
“that the young man is quite well off' himself. Private means, 
I suppose." 
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"All tlae better. Are they going to get married immediately, 
or announce the engagement, or what?” 

"I don’t quite know,” repea^d Mr. Pelham helplessly. 
"Nobody knows. But if it's true they’r^ engaged, it’s bound 
to be announced soon.” 

"I must say, I nevei; expected either of tliose girls to get a 
husband. I don’t mean to say a word against them — they’re 
not bad-looking, or at le*ast they weren’t before they grew — 
how can I put it politely? — shall we call it, rather long in the 
tooth? But they’ve always •been thoroughly odd, and unlike 
anybody else. I might have guessed thal if either of them ever 
did marry, it would be certain to be the family grocer or 
somebody qf that kind.”*- 

Mr. Pelham laughed politely. 

"Hardly so bad as that, perhaps. But I really must be 
going. I’ve paid you a regdlar visifation. I’m afraid.” 

"You’ve been interesting,” Mrs. Ingram declared 
emphatically. "Do let usdmow if yoifhear anything more — 
though I feel sure Monic^ will get a letter. They were all 
three practically brought up together.” 

"Oh, of course you’ll hear. "J'hat is, if tliere really is any- 
thing to hear. Bui I feel^urc there’s something in it per- 
sonallyi. We^ — 1 really must ” 

Mr. Pelliam shook hands, turned in the doorway to bow 
slightly once more, and took his departure. 

"What a gossiping old w-' man he is,” said Mrs. Ingram 
ungratefully. "Ring the bell, Monica.” 

"I ha^^ rung it.” 

For the remainder of tlie evening Mrs. Ingram seemed 
cheerful and interested, returning continually to the topic of 
Cecily Marlowe. 

"Of course, it’s a very bad match,” she a^peated several 
times, with unconscious satisfaction. And once she added: 
"I couldn’t bearyoiqto do anything like that,*lijy darling.” 

Monica wondq^ed bitterly whether her mother still really 
entertained any serious hope or expectation of seeing her 
married to anybody at all. 
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For her own part, she felt that there was little but despair 
in her heart. 

The next morning she Received a letter from Cecily. It 
merely said, in stilted' and childish phraseology, that she was 
engaged to John Corderey, whom Monica would remember, 
and that tliey hoped to be married very soon but it wasn’t 
quite settled when. Cecily hoped that Monica would come to 
her wedding. Not a. word about Frederica. 

There was a formal announcement of tlic engagement in 
The Morning Post. 

"I’m glad she’s had the decency to write,” said Mrs. 
Ingram, rather indignantly; "but do you mean to say she 
hasn’t asked you to be her bridesmaid?” 

"I’m very glad she hasn’t. I’m getting past the age for 
that kind of thing.” 

"Don’t talk nonsense,’* said Mrs. Ingram curtly. 

"I think Cecily might have told me rather more about it. 
She doesn’t say anything at all excef.t the bare fact.’’ 

"I suppose you’ll be seeing her directly. She’ll want to do 
her shopping here, even if t^ie actual wedding is to be in 
Y orkshire. Doesn’t she say anything about coming to London?” 

"Nothing at all.” 

"How like a Marlowe to make unnecessary mys.teriesl* Well, 
I suppose I must write to her mother, and try not to say ‘Better 
late than never.’ I wonder how Frederica is taking it.” 

Monica also wondered. 

She wrote reproachfully to Cecily. 

"I do think you migltf have told me some of the really 
interesting things about your engagement. Aft^r all the ages 
we’ve known each other, and talked about getting marricdl 
And^you don’t say a word about Fricky. I suppose that means 
she’s been making the most terrible fv.ss about it all. 1 do 
hope you’ll bp liappy, Cecily, and that he’s very, very nice. 
I expect he is.” 

Monica felt that in writing thus to Cqcily she was reverting 
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to the outlook and the phraseology of their schoolroom days. 
She could neither help it nor understand why it shouldjbe so. 

She was acutely miserable at the tho^ht that Cecily was 
going to be married and that she herself was not. It added to 
her misery that she \vas ashamed of it, ancT despised and 
reproached herself for ‘her unworthy jealousy. But nothing 
that she could do made il;any less. 

It surprised her vaguely that her mother, beyontf saying 
once or twice that such a marriage as Cecily was making 
would have heen out of thc*question for Monica, showed no 
signs of any similar distress. 

A few days Itter, she understood. 

Mrs. Ingram, m an acedss t)f midnight misery, such as she 
still occasionally indulged herself ^ with, roamed up to 
Monica’s bedroom, woke her by flashing on the light, and — 
after saying: “Don’t wake up, darling; go to sleep again, it's 
nothing’’ — sat down OB*the foot of hejj bed. 

She said that Monica vl^s her only child — all that she had 
left in the world. SoAetimas she thought that Monica might 
want to leave her, and she couldn’t bear it. 

"Not that I’d ever grudge yon your happiness, my precious 
one, but just for a*few years more — I don’t suppose it’ll be 
for very long*’’ 

• Monica, sick with pity, understood. 

Her mother wanted to save her face. 

She wanted both of them 1 be able to say that Monica had 
deliberately chosen not to marry, so that she might devote 
herself to'lier mother. 

“Mother!’’ 

“What, dear?’’ 

“Cecily’s engagement is broken off again.’’ 

Mrs. Ingram almOst snatched the newspaper out of 
Monica’s hands. 

“Good Heaven*! I always sairf the l^^ii-lowes were as mad 
as hatters. It was quite extraordinary enough to get engaged 
to her doctor without going and breaking it off', surely?’’ 
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“Do you suppose that Lady Marlowe 

“No, I don't," declared Mrs. Ingram energetically. “I'm 
sure she realized perfectlj*^ well that driy marriage would be 
better than none, at this time of day. BesfQes, she's not at all 
the kind of person to change her mind — you know that as 
well as I do. If she once agreed to the marriage, which she 
did, the very last tiling she'd want would be to let Cecily 
make a'* public fool of herself by breaking it all oft' again." 

“Then," said Monica, “it's F'ricky's doing." 

“Could even Cecily be so idiotic as to let hei elder sister 
prevent her from getting married.^ Besides, why sliould 
Frederica do a thing like that?" 

“I don't know. Jealousy, pes'haps. She never has wanted 
Cecily to have a life of her own. And if she made enough fuss 
about it, and said how dreadful it would be for her to be left 
alone, I think Cecily would give in." 

“Then all I can say is, that if Cecily is as weak-minded as 
all that, she deserves all she'll get,*" said Mrs. Ingram. 

Monica did not feel that her mother's arbitrary condem- 
nation, justified though it nfight be, wholly covered the case. 

She herself was perplexed ^and^ uneasy, and faintly ashamed 
of the definite relief that it occasioned' her to know that 
Cecily, after all, was not going to be married. She'^neither 
wrote to Cecily nor received any letter from her, but a few 
weeks later Lady Marlowe suddenly appeared in London and 
came to see Mrs. Ingram. She spent a sliort quarter of an 
hour on conventional condolences, allowed Mrs. Ingram to 
talk about herself and her sorrov' for ten minutes/ and then, 
true to her reputation, tegan to be amusing. 

“My dear, be thankful that yov^r girl doesn't play you the 
tricks that mine play me. (Monica, If've always told Fricky 
and Cecily that you're worth both of them put together.) 
Imagine, if you can, my feelings at the way Cecily's made a 
laughing-sto '.lt’of herself and me!" 

“Oh, but of course not," Mrt . Ingram .protested politely. 
“It's really such a mercy to have discovered that it wouldn't 
do, before the wedding-day instead of after” 
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She said it without much conviction, and Lady Marlowe 
laughed frankly. 

“Nonsense, my dear. It’s too syeet of you to put it like 
that, but you know my brutal frankneA, and as I said to 
Cecily, when it turned out that the Corderoy persgn had 
actually proposed — whifh I believe he did by letter — if you 
were eighteen, I said, and in your first season, it would be 
another thing altogether. t)ne would simply tell one's nearest 
male relation to send him off with a flea in his car. But when 
you’ll never see thirty again* and there’s never been so much 
as a nibble, from anybody, by far the beA thing you can do is 
to accept him, and marry him as quicjfly as you decently can 
before he chqpges his minS.’’ 

"Did Cecily — care for him.?’’ asked Monica. 

“Oh yes, I think she thought hersflf very much in love,’’ 
said Lady Marlowe, looking* amused? “He was quite present- 
able, too — much better fanners than one has oneself — that 
kind of perjson always has,«l believe. Bfit of course, you know 
him.’’ 

“I’ve always felt so guilty,’’^ Mrs. Ingram declared, “at 
having be^n responsible, in the first place, for his ever 
coming to you.’’ 

“But^my d§ar Imogen, not at all. Who, in Heaven’s name, 
could have foreseen what happened? In fact, it couldn’t have 
happened with anyone’s daughter except mine. I’m sure I 
often wonder what sins in my past incarnations I must be 
expiating to have had only daughters — and such daughters!’’ 

"You’re always so amusjj^g, Theodora, but it really is too 
bad of you to talk like that. Poor Cecily!’’ 

“My dear, I think it’s jjoor me. First«of all I can’t get 
either of them engaged to anyone, either for love or money, 
then Cecily says she wants to marry th .* doctor, then 
Frederica takes to h<»r bed and has hysterics, and finally 
Cecily says she doesn’t want to get marri^ ^fter all and 
breaks the whole jhing off qgain.’’ 

“Then it was Frederica,’’ said Monica, half under her 
breath. 
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Lady Marlowe heard, and gave her a shrewd look. 

"You guessed, did you? How dreadfully poor Fricky does 
give herself away, doesn't^ she? Well, of course she's always 
bullied Cecily withifi an inch of her life, wand Cecily has let 
her do^it, and this is the result. Frederica simply wouldn’t 
let her marry.” 

"Oh, mjjr dear Theodora,” Mrs. Ingram protested, 
"oughtn't you to have interfered?'^ 

Lady Marlowe shrugged her shoulders. 

"If it had been a really good* marriage — but one wasn’t 
too keen on it, after ill, and as I said to them both. If Cecily 
is so completely under frederica's thumb as nil that, I really 
don't think she's fit to marry anybody. She ought to be old 
enough to know her own mind by this time.” 

"Do you mean that dhe just gave it up because Fricky told 
her to?” Mrs. Ingram asked incredulously. 

"Practically. At least I believe there was a tragic scene or 
two, and the young Aian was perpetually asking, for inter- 
views with me — which I need hardly saj;^ he didn't get. Miss 
Batten saw him, several tipies — ^you remember poor old 
Batten, who's been with us fgr years and years — and said he 
was most earnest and melodramatic, and threatened her with 
Cecily's committing suicide or going off' her head. As I said 
when she told me, he must have a considerably exaggerated 
idea of his own value!” 

Monica moved uneasily. 

"Did he — Dr. Corderey — say anything to Frederica?” 

"Say anything to Fredcricaj” echoed Lady « Marlowe 
derisively. "My dear, afrCording to Batten, it was Frederica 
who did all the saying. She made ^;fearful scene, and appealed 
to Cecily in front of him, and told her she'ef got to choose 
between them. Naturally, as Batten said, anyone who knew 
Cecily would have known perfectly well that she'd never fail 
Frederica in fr&it of anybody else. It sinyply isn't in her to do 
it. She's had this morbid dependence on ipricky all her life 
and it isn't going to vanish into nothingness at the word of a 
man she hasn't known more than a fe.w months, as you may 
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suppose. It’s been the ruin of Fricky and Cecily," said Lady 
Marlowe calmly, "that they were never forcibly separated 
when they were children.” 

"Then Dr. Conderey was right," Mbnica said. 

Both her seniors stared at her in astonishment. 

Then Mrs. Ingram ^aid, "Don’t be silly, darling,” and Lady 
Marlowe, raising her eyebrows, asked for another cup of tea. 

"Oh, I’m so sorry — do forgive me, Theodori But really. 
I’ve been so absorbed in what you were telling us . . . 
Well, my dear, what’s going to happen now?” 

Lady Marlowe emitted her high, urifeeling laugh. 

"My dear, ;ill the excitement hav^g died down, and Cor- 
derey having been got rfd of, the faithful Batten wrote to me 
— I need not tell you that I’d left the house and gone to stay 
with the Evelyns, and various othef congenial people — and 
so back I went. 

"Cecily was looking like death — but she’s always done 
that at'intervals, after all — and Friclfy was quite unbearably 
sulky and injured — tfod knows why, having got her own way! 
I simply read them the Riot Act. This, I said, is the last straw. 
I'm not going to give either o^you any more cliances. It’s no 
pleasure to me, I said, t8 be seen about with two young 
womea of nearly six foot high who can’t smile, can’t talk, 
can’t dance, can’t hold themselves properly, and in fact can’t 
do anything at all except make absurd scenes and be intense 
about one another. It’s the thoroughly unnatural, I said, and 
I’m not in the least surprised that between you, you’ve 
managed* to put off every man who’s ever looked in your 
direction. 

"I’m going to let each of them have an allowance, and they 
can stay where they are, in the country, with Batten to pick 
up the pieces when they fight.” 

Lady Marlowe began to draw on her gloves. 

Monica watched ];ier witli a kind of dreadMyascination. 

Did she know^that she vas cruel? 

"Good-bye, Imogen. Of course, all this is entirely private. 
I know I can trust you and Monica.” 
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“Of course. We've thought so much about it all.” 

“Sweet of you, my dear. Well, now you know the whole 
story. 'Monica, you must go and stay with them when the 
weather gets rather < nicer, if you wouldn't be too bored. 
They'd Jove to have you, I know, and I'm .sure you could 
put a little sense into them if you tried.” 

She laughed again. 

“Really, 6ne's daughters! Not that you’re anything but 
extremely lucky in yours, Imogen — I've a very soft comer 
for dear little Monica, as you know. I’ve always said she 
should have a diamond bracelet as a wedding-present, and so 
you shall, Monica. Don’t leave it too long, i»y dear.” 

Lady Marlowe kissed Mrs. Ingr'am, adjusted^ her veil in 
front of the glass, and was seen dowTistairs to the waiting 
motor-car by Monica. 

When Monica returned to her mother Mrs. Ingram said 
thoughtfully: “What a cat she is!” 

Both of them knew %hat the reference was to Lady Mar- 
lowe’s final injunction to Monica, not tOr leave it too long. 

“What utter nonsense, her telling us that it was private 
about Cecily. As if I didn't know perfectly that Theodora 
will make a thoroughly good stofy of it wherever she goes 
for months to come!” 

“I don’t see how she can,” Monica observed. 

“Well, really, I don’t know that it i.sn’t the wisest thing 
she can do. Everyone knows perfectly well how disgusted 
she is that both the girls have been failures, and so she may 
just as well make a joke of it. People are anyhow ‘going to 
say spiteful things, whatever line she takes.” 

“Yes,” said Monica, “I .suppose so.” 

Mrs. Ingram began to replace tKc c>ishions on the sofa. 

“Ring, darling. 'This room needs tidying; the newspaper 
seenis to be up here instead of in the„library. There’s one 
thing, any way.jSThose wretched girls needn’t feel that neither 
of them has ever had a look-in of any kind. Even though it 
didn’t come to anything, Cecily can always tell people that 
there bos been a man who definitely did ask her to marry him.” 
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CHAPTER II 


O NE DAY Mr?. Ingram unexpectedly said to Monica: 

“Is Carol Anderson %t all in earnest, darling?” 
Monica, startled, did not know how t6 reply, although she 
understood per%:tly what her mother^meant. 

“Because if he«s not, tlferejs no real use ifi his continually 
coming here, and in your going about with him. It may put 
off other men who mi^t really mean something.” 

“What other men?” Monica demanded with sudden 
bitterness. It was Mrs. Jngram’s turn to look startled. 

“Don't falk like that, diirling,” sh(* began automatically, 
and then checked hc|?elf as though realizing the futility of 
her own admonition. 

They looked at one another io silence for a moment. 

Then Mrs. Ingram tumftl her eyes away from Monica, 
and sai^ in a tone so unwonted that Monica scarcely recog- 
nized it as an expression of timidity: 

“Naturally I’m only too glad you should have him here. 
And he’s very nice in many ways, though I’m not sure dear 
father would have thought him good enough for you, quite — 
I was only just wondering jf, perhaps, if he was taking up 
your time rather unfairly, and not going to be of any real use 
at the end of it all.” 

“We’re friends, mother. That’s all.” 

“Darling, there’s no such thing as friendsi ip between an 
unmarried man and wojnan.’” 

Monica knew very^well that from that Victo/i^ji stronghold 
her mother could never be moved. 

She reflected gloomily how true it was that she saw a great 
deal of Carol, and that it had not led, and probably never 
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would lead, to his asking her to marry him. He was continu- 
ally inviting her to accompany him to picture-galleries, con- 
certs,^ plays, and even on expeditions to tlie country. 

He was an agreedble companion, especially when he forgot 
to try ^d impress her, and as he became more assured of her 
liking and sympathy he became moi;e natural with her, and 
therefore more likeable. Sometimes Monica could succeed 
in forgetting that she was a woman and Carol a man, and 
that if she could not make him fall in love with her, it was 
something between a disgrace and a misfortune^ 

Nothing could be*more evident than that, if he was at all 
in love with her — ^whifh Monica doubted — he did not know 
it himself, nor ever intend to knoisfr it. He was jntrospective, 
vain, and imaginative, and not passionate, and his idealization 
of his affair with Viola Lester appeared to satisfy him 
emotionally. He still spoke of it, although less frequently, 
and from time to time worked up a recrudescence of despair, 
convincing to himself^if not to Mrnica. 

It sometimes vaguely crossed her mind that it would be 
satisfactory to tell Carol the truth about himself, and even to 
laugh — ^frankly, and with fr,iendrmess — at his childlike self- 
deceptions, but she was afraid bf losing^ his friendship, and 
would not risk it. He was her chief outside interest in life, 
even though she had almost given up hope that he wouM 
ever want to marry her. 

Monica did not, nowadays, know many unmarried men. 
She no longer went to dances, and her mother had ceased to 
entertain. 

Mr. Pelham and one or two other middle-aged men still 
called faithfully upon the widow ^nd her daughter on Sunday 
afternoons, and once Monica met Olaude Ashe, wlioin she 
had not seen for years, in the Park. 

He talked to her for a little while, looking curiously un- 
altered, but^-^iey had nothing to say, to one another, and 
although she knew that he was .not married she felt no wish 
to meet him again. 

It was when she got home, after that encounter, that 
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Monica deliberately stood and examined her own reflection 
in the mirror for some time. Something had told her that 
Claude Ashe, who had once admired her so much, ha(f seen a 
far greater alteration in her than she harf in him. 

She sought to discover wherein it lay. 

Except that her fresj;i colour had faded and her hair become 
a dull, instead of a bright, bfown, she could not see any very 
startling changes in herself. She was thinner, cettaialy — and 
the little line between her eyebrows and the faint downward 
drag at the* corners of herdnouth had not been there in her 
early youth. 

It wasn’t that. 

It was sopietWng vital%magnctic, that had gone out of her. 
Something that had attracted men. 

Monica caught her breath, and 'turned away from the 
mirror. 

Day by day, life segmed to her more utterly dreary and 
devoid of interest. She even tliouglft of trying to find an 
occupation for herself — ^visjting a Settlement, or going to help 
at an East End Club — but she lyiew that the mere suggestion 
w'ould distress h^r mother, v^ho would see in it a public 
admission of the fjet that iflonica was a failure. 

Veraon Ingram had dic3 in the winter. In the summer fol- 
lowing his death, Mrs. Ingram was trying to make up her 
mind where she and Monica would spend August and Sep- 
tember. Various old friends ’'ad sent kindly invitations, but 
Mrs. Ingram could not bear the idea of accepting any of them. 

“Peof^ mean to be verg kind, I know, but there’s always 
something going on in a country hguse — ^people coming and 
going, and young things pjaying tennis, and perhaps music in 
the evenings — -t couldn’t stand it. But you’d better go without 
me, my darling.” 

She did not really .expect Monica to go without her, as 
they both knew, an^ the suggestion was no3^e.ven seriously 
discussed between them. 

Scotland, where tliey had always gone before, was declared 
by Mrs. Ingram to be equally intolerable. 
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“Everything would remind me so terribly. ... It would 
all be just the same, and my life so different, so absolutely 
changed." 

She began to cry. 

Evening after evening they went over the same ground. 
It sometimes seemed to Monica as if her mother did not 
really want to make up her mind at all. At last she said: 

“Whyt shouldn't we stay m London, and not go away 
after all.?" 

“We couldn't stay in Londont* through Auguct, darling. 
There isn't a soul left. You know that as well as I do. Besides, 
the servants must have tjbeir holidays." 

“Shall we try going abroad, somewhere?" 

“You and I by ourselves? Darling, you don't understand 
how difficult it would ail be without a man. We've always 
liad dear father to see to everything and take care of us 
before." 

Decision seemed as fifr off as even. 

Late in July Carol Anderson went tn Scotland. He told 
Monica that he should miss her dreadfully and that they must 
write very often to one another. He was to be away until 
September. 

“I hope you'll have a good time, Carol, and enjoy your- 
self," said Monica. 

“I don't think I ever enjoy things exactly," said Carol 
thoughtfully. “To be perfectly honest with you, I never can 
sec that there is anything to enjoy in life." 

He gave her his melancholy sni/le. 

“I used not to be like that, of course. I have quite excep- 
tional powers of ewjoyment by nature, I believe." 

“They'll come back," suggested Monica maliciously. 

He shook his head. 

“You may be right, my dear, but ^ don't think so. I'm 
very peculiar ^uo'that way. Other people may change and get 
over things. I never do." 

There seemed no more to be said. 

Although Mrs. Ingram had affirmed that Carol Anderson 
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was of no real use, his departure from London seemed to help 
her to come to a decision of her own. 

She suggested to Monica that it would be nice to take a 
small house near® the New Forest for August and part of 
September. 

Monica agreed, astshe wjould have agreed to any definite 
plan in her relief at seeing an end to the night^ discussions 
that never seemed to lead anywhere. She felt gratefftl to Mr. 
Pelham w^lio had suggested that plan and had told them of a 
house that? was to let prcfvided the owners — cousins of his 
own — could find tenants wliom they linew, or of whom they 
knew. 

“They viould be only flooidelighted at your taking the little 
place. It's quite a cpttage, most charming, and in the very 
edge of the. Forest. If you don't know that part of the world, 
Mrs. Ingram, you really ought t(? go there. But, of course, 
don't let me pcrsuadci*you to anythirig, unless you really feel 
you'd like it.'' 

Mrs. Ingram did%iot, lUie Carol Anderson, protest that she 
was incapable now of liking# anything. She ^thanked Mr. 
Pelham, declared definite]|jr tliat she would write at once to 
his cousins, and sHiggested that he should himself come down 
and spend a few days with them if they did become tenants of 
the cottage. 

Mr. Pelham gravely and gratefully accepted. 

Three weeks later, he red* erned his promise. 

Monica was a little doubtful as to his entertainment. The 
cottage was certainly, as l«e had told them, charming, but life 
there was very quiet and the chief -occupation of the day was 
to walk in thc.Forest. 

“What on earth sliall we do with him if it rains?'' she 
enquired. 

“Darling," said litjr mother impatiently, “it isn't as if he 
was a very young man. He'll be quite happ^^ith the news- 
paper indoors, and after dinner we can always play cards, or 
have a little music. It's delightful to have the use of that good 
gramophone." 
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In her gratification at finding a gramophone and a quantity 
of records, Mrs. Ingram had overcome her inability to listen 
to music. She said, perhaps truly, that a' gramophone was not 
music. 

Her pf^ophec^ concerning Mr. Pelham was proved correct. 

He was a very ea§y guest, and, in addition the weather was 
lovely and tl}e Forest more beautiful than Monica could have 
imagined. It was a beauty that calmed and rested her, even 
while it made her heart ache in the perpetual loneliness of 
which she was always conscious, ‘and which the Jbresence of 
Mr. Pelham at first diS little to dispel. 

He knew the Fprest wrll, and constituted hilnself Monica’s 
guide on daily strolls that he' invariably refe-red to as 
“rambles.” 

Mrs. Ingram sometimes came with them in the mornings, 
starting out after eleven ai?d returning very soon after twelve. 
Lunch was at one, and followed by a dawdling period in the 
garden or little shady drawing-rooi'ri, and then Mrs. Ingram 
went to the room, and Monica and tlie t isitor set out — this 
time more bfiskly — sometimes taking with them a picnic 
tea. . ^ 

Their conversations were usually impersonal, except when 
Mr. Pelham embarked on a story — of which he had many — 
concerning mutual acquaintances. His detailed descriptions 
and reiterations on these occasions were apt to send Monica 
into a brown study, from which she roused herself periodically 
to grasp at the thread of the story, and ejaculate a comment 
or two. 

He never seemed to resent any lack of attention on her 
part, and gradualiy'Monica perceiv ed that Mr. Pelham was 
coming to attach a certain sentimdhtal value to their 
companionship. 

She had known him so long, and had thought of him as 
being so mucb-Cldcr than herself, that at first the realization 
startled her, and she felt disinclu.ed to bel'eve in her own 
intuitive conviction. 

Then her mother suddenly put it into words. 
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She was alone with Monica in the drawing-room. Through 
the open French window they could catch a distant glimpse of 
the top of Mr. Pelham's panama Jiat showing over the back 
of a deck-chair, and of the sheets of the*moming paper scat- 
tered all round him on the lawn. The angle of<he deqk“Chair, 
no less than the discarded leaves of The Morning Post, seemed 
to indicate that Mr. Pelham tvas sleeping* after Sunday lunch 
and a cigarette. 

“There’s something very simple and nice about him," said 
Mrs. Ingram abruptly. “After all, it might have been rather 
awkward, having him here without anotlier man, or anything 
much to entextain him — but 1 t]jink he's really quite 
happy.” 

“So do 1.'' 

“If you come to think of it, he's feally one of the oldest 
friends we've got. At any fate, sinctf you grew up.'' 

“1 know. I was thinking of that only the other day.” 

“Were .you, darling?” said Mrs. In|;ram wistfully. 

She looked at her <iaugh^r. 

“Monica-r-do you suppose ?” 

“No — oh no," .said Monic^ uncertainly, “f'm sure he 
wouldn't think of .'inythin^f)f that kind. He's not that sort of 
man, roally, ig he?” 

“It's quite time he settled down.” 

The phrase, witli its implication of a butterfly-like past, 
was so inappropriate that tb' v both smiled. 

“The Marlowes always used to say that he'd beep refused 
by at least six different girlf." 

“The Marlowes!” ejaculated Mrs. Ingram, with great 
contempt. “As if the Maij|owes knew anything about it! If 
he'd proposed to one a( them he wouldn't have been refused, 
that's very certain.” 

“I don't think he likes them.” 

“I've yet to meet, the man that does — exc^t, I suppose, 
Cecily's ridiculoq^ doctor, ^d she managed to choke btm 
off.” 

“I wish I knew wha^was happening to poor Cecily." 
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Mrs. Ingram made no elfort to follow Monica’s lead, and 
change the conversation. She remained silent for a few 
moments and then said: 

“After all, he’s thoroughly nice and s'?nsible and quite- 
quite, apd father liked liim, I remember. You do think him 
nice, don’t you, Monica?’’ 

“Very," said Monica laconically. 

She wis not in the least preoccupied with any consideration 
as to whether or not she thought Mr. Pelliam nice. 

All that she could think of way. the exciting, bewildering, 
fantastic idea that at last, after all these years, she miglit 
find herself freed from tl^e stigma of being a ^^•oman who had 
not been sought after by men. 

It was incredible. 

It was too good to be true. 

Monica decided that it was of no use to tliink about it, and 
then thought of little else. 

She knew that her mother, inwa>'dly, was also profoundly 
excited. 

Mr. Pelham, however, was calm, and gave no sign of any 
inner perturbation. 

On tlie last evening of his visib It was very hot. 

After diimer Mrs. Ingram sat by the open window- of tlic 
drawing-room, slowly fanning herself. She urged Monica 
and Mr. Pelham to go out into the garden ajid seek a breath 
of air. 

“Come too,’’ suggested Monica. 

“No, darling. I’d rather sit still. I never knew such heat! 
I’m sure there’s a storm coming.’’ 

“I hope not,’’ spjd Mr. Pelham, “I was going to suggest 
that we might wander to the ed^ of the Forest. It w-ould 
be cool there.” 

“The dew will be rather heavy, under the trees — but still 
— only you mmt take a wrap with you, Monica, my child — 
one never kn^s.” 

“Mother! I couldn’t catch cold!” 

“Girls always say that — but their mothers know better!” 
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Mrs. Ingrain, in an access of archness that caused Monica 
to flush hotly, looked at Mr. Pelham, as though inviting him 
to exchange a glancci^with her over the incredible rAshness 
and ignorance of young girls. 

Feeling as though, she were being made a /ool of, Monica 
went into the hgll and fetched a white serge tennis-coat. 

“Allow me,” said Mr. Pelham, taking*it from her. 

Her mother watched them with approving* ej%s. 

“Why not come too?” Mr. Pelham said persuasively. 

Instantly* Monica felt aggrieved. Did he want the company 
of a third person? 

“No, really, thank you. I’m more comfortable resting 
here.” 

“We shan’t be very long,” Monica observed curtly. 

She stepped out into the perfect stillness of a summer night. 

"Look at the stars!” 

Mr. Pelham gazed upwards. 

“ ‘Star of the cvenihg.Jbeautiful, beautiful star,’ ” he said. 

They passed do^yl the garden, and outside into the road 
beyond. Already they wert* on tlie edge of the Forest. 

Tlie hush was profound. 

“Do you think it woul*> be 'unwise to sit down liere for a 
momept or two? Let me put your coat down for you, to pro- 
tect your dress.” 

He carefully laid her coat 'across a fallen tree-trunk, and 
Monica sat down upon it. As Mr. Pelham took his place 
beside her, she was suddenl^y reminded of the afternoon tliat 
she had «pent sitting on a fallen tree-trunk witli Cafol Ander- 
son on a Surrey common. 

Monica supposed that she could very pasily have fallen in 
love with CaiVjl. She ,haa* been near to it, that day on Hind- 
head. Afterwards, unacknowledged disar pointment had 
gradually been merged into affection bom of undcrstaraling, 
and of his curious dependence on her. 

Although the possibility of falling .in lov6"with him had 
been killed, Monica felt that she could have loved Carol 
warmly and maternally had she become his wife, and tliat his 
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weakness would neitlier have angered her nor have roused 
her contempt. Perhaps, as his sense of security strengthened, 
he might even have grown away from his childish posturings 
and pretences. . . . 

" . . .so tha^, having made my little confession, I ask you, 
Monica, most earnestly, if you will become my wife.” 

Monica was so nlUch startled'at the realization tliat Mr. 
Pelham vas Actually proposing to hef , and that she had failed 
to hear anything he had said excepting the last few words, 
that she nearly fainted. 

For an instant, everything swayed round her, and she felt 
intensely sick. 

In a blind, feeble gesture, seeking to steady herself, she 
put out one hand. 

Mr. Pelliam gently took it into one of his own, and patted 
it with the other. 

His earnest, prawn-like eyes were fixed upon Monica’s 
face. 

“I would do everything I possibly coi<ld to try and make 
you happy. I’ve thought for some time tliat we — we should be 
very well suited to one another, if I may say so. Won’t you 
say Yes, Monica?” 

With a flood of incredulous joy and relief, tliat such a 
moment should have come to her after all, Monica, in a 
strangely unsteady voice, answered him. 

"Yes.” 

“You have made me very happy, and done me a great 
honour,” said Mr. Pelham solemnly. 

He stood up. 

His movements, although lacking in spontaneity, were not 
uncertain. 

After an instant’s pause, he bent and kissed Monica’s lips 
once,‘'very deliberately. 

The contact ^ither pleased nor displeased her, although it 
faintly startled her. 

She was thinking of the rapture with which her mother 
would receive their announcement. 
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" You have made me very happy,” Mr. Pelham repeated. 

Monica smiled up at him tremulously. 

” I'm very happy tcte,” she said simply. 

” Shall we strolPa little further? I mustn’t let you catch a 
chill. I shall be taking care of you now, you know.” 

He helped her up from the log, and then drew her hand 
through his arm. 

“There,” said Mr. Pelham, in a tone of satisfaction.»“Quite 
like an old married couple already.” 
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CHAFr^R HI 


N oVk THAT she was no Longer either unhappy, anxious, 
or continually conscious of humiliation and failure, 
Monica was astonished at the rapidity with which'she regained 
a great measure of her lost prettiness. 

Life seemed tqo good to be true. 

The days flew by, filled with sltopping c5(peditions, visits 
to dressmakers, photographers and jewellers, and inspections 
of possible flats and houses. 

Mrs. Ingram was eveh more radiant than Monica. 

She was anxious that the wedding should take place as 
soon as possible, and 'a day was ‘fixed, six weeks from the 
date of Monica’s engagement, and firaiourxed at tlie same time. 

For a week before the announcement appeared Monica was 
busy writing to relations, oi; old friends,, wlio must not be 
allowed to learn the news first**, from th? columns of The 
Morning Post. 

One of the earliest letters that she wrote was to Carol 
Anderson, in Scotland. 

Although she had been faintly in love with him, it was with 
pure reli,ef that Monica told him of her impending marriage 
thankfully realizing that she need,;io longer depend upon the 
tenuous link that bound them for her sole hope of credit in 
the eyes of the worfd. 

Carol’s answer startled her very much. 

He wrote with great brevity, the merest conventional 
phrase of congratulation, and announced that he should be in 
London the knowing week, and must see her immediately. 

Could it be possible, she thought, Aat, he was jealousi* 
Monica's newly revived vanity expanded further at the 
thought, and she allowed her mind to dwell on it for a 
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moment, wondering what on earth slie should do if Carol 
came and told her that he loved her, and would not allow 
her to marry anybody «Jse. 

At once, the question answered itself. 

Carol might say, and even believe, that hedoved her. but 
how far was he to be relied upon? 

Herbert Pelham had askca her to marry him. He was in 
earnest. He stood for security and, above all, ibr the removal 
of Monica’s reproach amongst women. 

The years of anxiety and suspense had taught her their 
lesson. Not for Carol Anderson, or fot anyone or anything 
in this world, would Monica relinquish the blessed certainty 
of becoming,a wife. 

She saw Carol alone, in the Eaton Square drawing-room, 
about a month before her wedding-d&y. 

She noticed at once that fie looked ill, and very unhappy. 

“Monica!” 

"Carol-3-I’m so glad toasce you.” 

She hesitated ner’iously^ 

“Your letter — didn't seem like you, somehow.” 

Carol sank into.a chair. All his movements, Always, were 
in keeping with hi# mood t/T the moment. His attitude, now, 
was plwnly intended to denote exhaustion, the lassitude of a 
profound discouragement. 

He shaded his face with his ^and^ and said nothing. 

“Were you surprised at my news?” Monica enquired, 
anxious to come quickly to the issue. 

“Natuvally. You'd said pothin^ about it, had you?” 

“Carol! How could I? There was no question — I didn’t 
really know anything aboyt it myself, till«t happened.” 

Carol took Sown his hand and looked at Monica with a 
look that she could not help thinking he hiir Ifelf felt to be a 
peculiarly piercing oqe. 

“Is that the trutb\” 

“Of course it is.” 

He tlircw himself back again in his arm-chair and said 
abruptly: 
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“I believe you. I didn’t know before — but I do believe you 
now.” 

“I should hope you do. Will you tel’ me what’s the matter, 
please?” 

Monica’s nqw-bom self-assurance had unconsciously com- 
municated itself to her voice and manner. For the first time 
she was speaking (o Carol witflout regard for his suscepti- 
bilities, ..or Hjs supposed reaction to her words. 

"What do you imagine is the matter?” Carol enquired 
bitterly. "You’ve let me down utterly, Monica — ^you’ve 
failed me — and I trusted you.” 

She felt dizzy with surprise and perplexity.: 

"How? How have I failed yoq?” 

"Monica! Don’t pretend. How can we go on being friends, 
as we have been, once you're married?' You know perfectly 
well it will be out of tbs question. It wouldn’t be fair on 
Pelham to begin with, and I don’t suppose he’d even allow it. 
Naturally.” 

"But, Carol — of course we can still bq friends. I don’t see 
why it need make any difference.” 

Monica sjioke without conviction, partly because she did 
not really believe what she was *saying, ^nd partly because 
she was still utterly undecided as ‘ to whether Carol ^lid, or 
did not, mean that he had wanted to marry her himself. 

Carol was very quick to seej and take, the advantage that 
her uncertainty gave him. 

“You’re not being honest with me. You know perfectly 
well that bn the day you promised .to marry another ^man you 
were virtually giving me up.” 

“But I ” Monica hesitated, helpless. 

"You can't possibly deny it,” Canol assorted. "And I 
think that yot» do, at least, owe me absolute sincerity, 
Monica. That's why your letter hurt mp so frightfully. You 
wrote, didn’t ywi, pretending to think that I shouldn’t mind, 
that I could le^ou go quite easily .and happily. Yet you must 
have known that it wasn’t so.” 

“Honestly, Carol, I ” 
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"My dear, I know exactly what you're going to say. I 
know just how you've reasoned it out, in your own thoughts, 
persuading yourself that it woyjd be all right, and that we 
could go on as bcrfbre. You may be able to deceive yourself, 
Monica, but it's impossible for you to dccewe me.^That's a 
thing that nobo^ly has.ever succeeded in doing." 

Monica stared at him, utterly impot?nt in the face of his 
astonishing belief in himself and his own wortls. 

"I'm pretty certain," Carol went on, "that I understand 
you a grciPt deal better than you understand yourself. I can 
sec, for instance, how this has hap^ned. We hadn't seen 
each other foi» some weeks, and y(ju’re the sort of person — 
and I'm npt sitying th'is ^t all unkindly— with whom it's 
rather. Out of sight out of mind; Your friendship for me 
probably weakened, simply because I wasn't there, beside 
you." 

"You've no right tp " 

"Yes,. I have. I've evomy right. We've been friends all this 
time. I've given ycci more of my confidence than I ever have 
to any other woman, and I've^ helped you to the very best of 
my ability. I'm npt going to jjretend to you thSt I don't know 
I've done something for j8u, m the past two years.^I've given 
you the very best I had to give, Monica, and you're flinging 
it all back in my face." 

His voice broke. 

"But Carol," said Monica desperately, "you don't mean 
that — ^you weren't ever — ^you wouldn't ever have fallen in 
love wfeh me yourself, wpuld y^u?" 

She felt that she was expressing herself crudely, and even 
grossly, and gave the wOTds a downward inflection that made 
them sound like an assertion, rather than a question. 

He turned and looked at her quickly, ami Monica realized 
that for a moment sjjiie had disconcerted him. He had ribt yet 
acquired an attitpde of mind with whHi to meet her 
suggestion. 

He spoke only after an uncomfortable moment's pause. 

"It's perfectly impossible, my dear, to say what might or 
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might not have happened. You must know that, as well as I 
do. There's only one woman in the world that I love, or ever 
shall love. I've always told you so. Other people may change; 
I never shall. I'm lik6 tha^. But what you’ifj doing is hurting 
me abpipinablyr You're not only taking yourself away from 
me, you're taking away my faith in, women. Monica, ask 
yourself honestly if you think you have any right to do that." 

Monica understood that Orol was willing to relinquish 
neither his original claim to a grande passion for Viola Lester, 
nor his newly evolved grievance against herself. With an 
ingenuity that only a flfawless degree of self-deception could 
have achieved, he had contrived to reconcile •iwo aspects of 
himself tliat must, under less skijful' 'handling, haye appeared 
as mutually destructive orie of the other. ^ 

It would be not only liseless, but also very nearly impos- 
sible, to try and make hin^ face reality. 

Monica stood up. ,, 

"I'm very, very sorr^," she sai(h» with finality. 

Carol stood up too, and he had, undt* r the stress of his 
self-induced emotion, turned white. 

"You understand that it's good-bye, Mpnica.^" 

"If yoil feel that i^t must be. I^lSon't. Arid perhaps some 
day " 

"If I go now, you won't see me again." 

Monica hesitated for a, moment, and then held out her 
hand to him. 

"Very well," said Carol hoarsely. 

With knit brows and con,ipresse^ lips he gazed at iier, and 
then, unexpectedly, kissed her forehead, with a long, solemn 
kiss. 

"Good-bye, Monica. God bless you." 

She made no* answer, and, with squared shoulders, Carol 
Andefson marched out of the room, wjthout looking back. 
Monica felt su^ that he was making exactly the exit that he 
visualized himself as making. 

She did not feel convinced that his farewell was destined to 
be a final one, and in effect she received three letters from 





him, in quick succession, within the week. All were long, 
involved, reproachful, and conceived in a spirit of ardent 
self-pity. 

In the midst of 1^^ r new prcoccup^tiorft and interests there 
was but little time to .write replies. Monica scjit one answer, 
that she herself fq^t to be a cursory and uninspired production, 
and then wrote no more. Sh# forgot Carfll so readily and so 
completely, that it did ndt even occur to her 3s Grange that 
she should have done so. 

Nothing, now, was of the least iniportance excepting her 
wedding preparations, and the long-de#ired and despaired-of 
honour that waft now hers. 

Her mother’s happines&w^s almost as gAat as Monica’s, 
and far more freely exjiressed. 

“It’s everything that I could hav<* wished,’’ she declared 
to all her oldest friends aid numerous relations. “We’ve 
known Herbert for years, and dear Vernon used to like him, 
and say h^w sound he wstf in all hiseviews. I’ve no doubts 
whatever about his making Monica happy, and of course it’s 
too (lelightful that she’ll be living in London, so that I shan’t 
feel I’ve lost her in^the least.’’ 

‘‘"Very unselfi.sh, of you*,* Imogen,’’ observed old cousin 
Blanche, “I’m afraid you'll be lonely, all the same, when 
^e’s gone, even if it’s only into the next street.’’ 

“Never mind,’’ said Mrs. Ingram radiantly. “It’s the fate 
of a mother, isn’t it.? I always knew I couldn’t hope to keep 
Monica always with me, though she’s been a very devoted, 
unselfish shild. I daresay you’ve guessed that there Ifave been 
one or two little episodes, before this happened — but she 
wouldn’t hear of leaving me. And, of cotirse, one felt that 
none of them v?ere quite tfie real thing, so far as she herself 
was concerned. This, I’m thankful to say, is vif different.’’ 

The days rushed by, filled with appointments, letters, 
presents, preparations. 

“I hope you’re not weariiig yourself out,’’ sara Mr. Pelham 
solicitously, two 5ays, before the wedding. 

Monica laughed and shook her head. 
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''You certainly look remarkably well/' 

A faint expression of admiration was visible in his bulging, 
prawrl-eyes, and Monica ^felt a rush of gratitude, and of 
trembling pride at Imving inspired it. 

A house ha4 been found in Beaufort Gardens, and was to be 
painted* and decorated whilst the bridal couple were spending 
their honeymoon fn Italy. Mdnica and Mr. Pelham, tacitly 
and witfiou't discussion, had agreed that Beaufort Gardens 
was quite near enough to Eaton Square. 

They looked forward to furnishing their houyo and instal- 
ling themselves in it yn their return. 

"Why, we shall be ^uite an old marriedi^- couple by that 
time," Mr. Pelham playfully observed. 

Monica found it difficult to believe. 

One night slie dreamed that it had all* been a mistake about 
her marriage, and that she was not engaged at all. She woke, 
sweating and sobbing, to an intense wave of relief as her 
fingers sought and fou.id the big^ half-hoop of diamonds on 
her left hand. c. 

It was on the following night, t/ie one before her wedding- 
day, that hei* mother came softly into her room, after Monica 
had already been in bed for nearlj un hour,, 

Monica, who had not been to sleep, sat up. » 

"Lie down again, darling. I didn’t w^ant to disturb you — 
we want you to look your best to-morrow, and you must get 
plenty of sleep to-night." 

As she spoke, Mrs. Ingram took her accustomed scat on 
the side 6f the bed. 

"My pet, I can scarcely believe it's your wedding-day 
to-morrow. It seeivs only the other day that you were a little 
thing in the nursery, peeping at me through die bars of your 
cot when I ca'me upstairs to see you before going out to a 
dinn^T-party." 

"I can rem^iber a lovely pink evening dress you used to 
wear, with pimed sleeves," said Monica smiling. 

She found it easier to speak of her baby days to her mother 
than of the later years. 
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"If only dear father could have known about this — it would 
have made him so happy!" mourned Mrs. Ingram. 

"I wish he had," said Monica^ with the pang thaf would 
always come at jhe recollection pf lier father's unspoken 
disappointment and mortification that his daughter had not 
been sought in iparriage. 

"But after all, he did kn^lw Herbert, 'and liked him very 
much." 

"Ye^;" said Mrs. Ingram quickly. "I always think it's such 
a good sigif when a man is popular tvith other men. You see, 
they can judge of one another so much better than we can." 

"I suppose tiiey can." 

"I feel that Herbert i& so^ absolutely reliable." 

"Yes," Monica agreed, "that's one of the things one likes 
so much about him.' 

"You needn't be nervous, witl>a man of his kind — and 
one whom you've known so long. Though I must say, I 
rather lil^e a bride to Iqgk nervoust Your dress is perfect y 
Monica." 

''I can't, believe," saifl Monica, "that it's really there, 
hanging up in tlig wardrobe — my wedding-drGss." 

Her mother j)ressed her'hand. 

"I hope the little bridesmaids will behave nicely, and 
^manage your train properly." 

Monica liad decided to haVe child-attendants. Almost all 
her contemporaries were marrieJ, and she did not want 
grown-up bridesmaids who would yet be several years 
younggr^than she was herself. It had all been ifnderstood 
between herself and her mother without any need for words. 
Two little Ingram cousins had been invited to officiate, and 
their father w5s to giye ^lonica away. 

Mrs. Ingram began to enumerate various Imall aspects of 
the great event — Monica's new jewel-case, that had •been 
promised from the shop for that afternoon and hadn't yet 
arrived — ^the bunches of rqses for the bridesnlhids — her own 
toilette of silver-grey and lavender — and the arrangements 
made for the breakfast after the ceremony. 
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Although she had been living in the atmosphere of exactly 
such preparations for days past, Monica listened with a 
sense <5f incredulous astonishment that they should concern 
herself. It still seemed absolutely impossible that the miracle 
should have happened. 

“I’m glad poor Fricky and Cecily are CQming down for 
your wedding,” purSued Mrs. Ingram, in a tone of indulgent 
superiority. * 

“I hope it won’t upset Cecily.” 

“Well, darling, she hid her chance, and didn’t know how 
to make the most of ift I’m sorry for poor Theodora, I must 
say. Neither of them will ever marry now, of#:ourse.” 

"I wish they cbuld. I^ like ijient to be happy.” Monica, 
now, could afford to be generous. 

“In a country where there aren’t enou'gh men to go round 
girls have got to take tifouble if* they want lives of their 
own,” observed Mrs. Ingram simply .^“Frederica and Cecily 
never took the least tratble to attcact men, even \yhen they 
were quite young — ^and look at the result' I'ni sorry for their 
poor mother.” 

“She hasn’t” really been very nice to theyi, ever.” 

Since licr engagement, Monica*had fouqd herself licensed 
to criticize her seniors in a hitherto unprecedented manner. 

“No, .1 don’t think she has,” Mrs. Ingram admitted. “But, 
after all, one must remember th’at it's a bitter disappointment 
for a woman to have two daughters, and no son at all.” 

There was a silence. Monica wondered whether her 
mother’s thoughts had taken the same direction as had'hf r own. 

Mrs. Ingram stooped and kissed her. 

“Good-night, my, darling. God bless you. I mustn’t keep 
you awake any longer.” 

Monica wasHouched at her mother’s self-restraint in not 
havii^ said a word about her own loneliness when her daugh- 
ter should be gone. 

She put hei^^arms round her neck, as she had not done 
since childhood. 

"You won’t miss me too much, will you? I shall be quite 
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close by, you know, and it’ll be such fun showing you the 
house and everything. You won’t feel too lonely?” 

“No, no. I shall te all right. JJothing in tlie world could 
make me happier d^han to see you ^afeljr married to a good 
man — and a gentleman — someone we’ve lovwn almost all 
our lives, like flprbert.^” 

They kissed, stirred by uflusual emottens. 

Suddenly Monica felt*her mother’s hot tears 'on Ijer face. 

“Darting,” whispered Mrs. Ingram brokenly, “it isn’t 

what we onee dreamed of for you — It isn’t as if But oh, 

Monica, say you41 be happy. I couldnit, couldn’t have borne 
to see you an old maid.” 

Monica could»not ansVer. 

She pressed her mother more closely in her aims. 

At last she said, in a stifled murmur: 

“It’s all right, mother— ^really. Vm very happy.” 

It was true. 

Monic^ was happier thap she had wer tliought to be, since 
the far-off days of h^r unshattcred, youthful confidence. 

f'or tlie first time since her foolish love-affair with Chris- 
topher Lane, Monica had regained her self-respect. 

It W 4 S Monica’s wedding-day. 

She was moving slowly up the aisle, veiled and i;obed in 
wliite, to the pealing of the organ, just as she had so often, 
waking and sleeping, dreamed of doing. 

The tightly-frock-coated form of her bridegroom stood at 
the cljancel rails, a white flower correctly decorating his 
button-hole, liis hand neiwously 'smoothing the thin, dark 
strands that lay sparsely across the crowij of his head. 

Monica did not rea^y s^c him. 

She did not see her motlier in the front ber ii, already sob- 
bing in a quiet ecstasy, nor cousin Blanche craning anxiously 
forward under her huge flowered hat. 

She did not see krederica and Cecily Marlotve, the resem- 
blance between 'them now strangely accentuated until each 
looked merely the pale shadow of a pale shadow. 
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She did not see Carol Anderson, who stood with folded 
arms and compressed lips, gazing at her with a fixed look of 
mingldd reproach and fortitude. 

Monica saw nothihg. She was consciov« of nothing, save 
that the moment towards which the whole of life had been 
tending liad come at last. 

As she knelt at tfte chancel st6ps, her heart was filled with 
a prayes. of ardbnt and humble thanksgiving. 

She was to have a life of her own, after all. 

A home, a husband, 'a recognized position au a married 
woman — an occupation. At last, she would'have justified her 
existence. 

Up to the very last moment jihew'had bee* afraid, and had 
known that- her mother*' was afraid, lest something should 
happen to prevent her nftrriage. 

Nothing had happened e she was* safe for ever. 

There was no further need to be afraid, or ashamed, or 
anxious, any more. 

She prayed that she might be a good ^vife to Herbert, and 
that if ever they had a child it might be a son. 
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